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was  a  startling  sight  which  Harry  witnessed  as  he  peered  through  the  panel.  The  man 
and  woman  were  in  the  act  of  chloroforming  Old  King  Brady.  Alice,  still 

clutching  the  rope,  called  to  him  to  enter. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


“that  horrible  house  of  skulls.” 

At  the  office  of  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau  on  Union 
Square,  in  the  city  of  New  York,  a  conference  was  in 
progress.  x 

The  parties  to  it  were  the  world-famous  detective,  Old 
King  Brady,  Young  King  Brady,  his  pupil  and  partner, 
and  Alice  Montgomery,  the  accomplished  female  detective, 
now  also  a  partner  in  the  Bureau. 

“I  saw  him  once,  I  am  sure,”  said  Alice.  “The  look  he 
gave  me  was  awful.  I  shall  never  forget  it.” 

“Perhaps  he  knew  who  you  were,”  said  lYmng  King 
Brady. 

“I  don’t  think  he  did,  Harry.  I  was  passing  through 
Union  Square,  and  he  was  sitting  on  a  bench.  I  was  tak¬ 
ing  in  the  benchers  as  I  passed,  and  this  man  struck  me 
as  so  peculiar  that  I  allowed  my  eyes  to  rest  on  him  for  a 
moment.  That  was  the  time  I  got  the  look.” 

“He  is  a  wicked  old  sinner,  whoever  he  is,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “I  have  known  the  man  by  sight  for  years. 
I  think  I  never  saw  a  more  utterly  repulsive  face.” 

“What  should  you  say  he  was,  Governor?”  queried 
Harry. 

“As  to  nationality,  you  mean?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh,  probably  a  North  of  Ireland  man,  or  a  Scotchman 
from  the  Glasgow  district.” 

“There  is  sure  some  deep  mystery  about  him,”  con¬ 
tinued  Harry. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  about  that,”  replied  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “He  looks  to  me  just  like  a  dirty  old  crank  of  the 
style  of  the  seventies.  The  civil  war  developed  a  lot  of 
such  characters,  and  in  the  early  seventies  the  woods  were 
full  of  them.  He  is  a  survival  of  that  time,  no  doubt.” 

“I  am  positive  sure  he  is  a  fence,”  said  Alice. 

“Every  dirty  man  in  New  York  who  apparently  lives 
without  work  in  some  shanty  centrally  located  is  always 
a  fence  in  the  estimation  of  his  neighbors,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  “There  is  no  doubt  that  the  old  fellow 
owns  that  house  in  the  Eive  Points.  It  is  a  very  ancient 
structure,  but  I  remember  the  time  when  the  whole  neigh¬ 
borhood  was  made  up  of  such  houses.  Baxter  stpeet  was 
the  center  of  activity  down  there  then.  It  was  as  much  as 
a  man’s  life  was  worth  to  go  through  it  after  dark  if  he 
decently  dre-sed.  Mulberry  was  nearly  as  bad,  and — 
what  if  it,  Frank?”  J 


This  last  to  the  office-boy,  who  had  looked  in  on  the  con¬ 
ference,  after  being  told  to  enter  by  Harry  in  response  to 
his  respectful  knock. 

“Mr.  Clemens,  sir,”  was  the  reply. 

“Show  him  in  at  once,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Here¬ 
after  never  keep  Mr.  Clemens  waiting,  no  matter  how  busy 
we  are.” 

This  gentleman,  by  the  way,  was  Secret  Service  Com¬ 
missioner  in  the  city  of  New  Yrork,  and'  the  Bradys,  al¬ 
though  not  regular  employees  of  the  Bureau,  still  get 
most  of  their  business  from  that  source. 

Mr.  Clemens  came  bustling  in  and  shook  hands  all 
around.  » 

“What  are  you  people  putting  your  heads  together 
about?”  asked  the  commissioner,  taking  the  chair  which 
Harry  placed  for  him. 

“We  were  discussing  that  odd  character  which  one  sees 
so  frequently  on  Broadway,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “I 
refer  to  that  old  man  who  walks  very  rapidly,  with  his 
head  always  turned  up  in  the  air.  His  eyes  are  so  far 
apart  that  it  amounts  to  a  deformity.  Harry  happened 
to  ascertain  that  he  lives  in  a  little  frame  house  on  Bax¬ 
ter  street  at  the  Eive  Points,  and  we  were  wondering  what 
his  business  was.  Doubtless  you  know  the  man  by  sight.” 

“I  can’t  say  I  do,”  answered  Mr.  Clemens.  “I  am 
afraid  my  mind  has  not  been  trained  to  be  as  observant  as 
you  detectives.” 

“It  is  a  matter  of  no  consequence.  What  is  your 
pleasure,  Mr.  Clemens?  Have  you  a  case  for  us  to-day?” 

“Not  exactly  a  case,”  replied  Mr.  Clemens,  “but  still  you 
may  choose  to  call  it  so.  The  Secret  Service  Bureau  has 
desired  me  to  show  you  these,  and  to  ask  that  you  all  keep 
them  in  mind;  the  Government  is  very  desirous  of  finding 
out  who  makes  -them.  It  is  probably  someone  in  New 
York.”  ' 

Old  King  Brady  Smiled. 

“Poor  old  New  York!”  he  said.  “How  suspicion  ever 
rests  upon  her  devoted  head!  Why  not  Boston,  Philadel¬ 
phia,  Chicago,  or  any  other  city  as  well?” 

“I’m  not  saying  anything  against  New  York,”  replied 
Mr.  Clemens.  “It  has  been  good  enough  for  me  these 
many  years,  and  I  presume  it  will  continue  to  satisfy  me. 
But  what  do  you  think  yourself?” 

What  Mr.  Clemens  placed  in  the  hands  of  Old  King 
Brady  were  three  half  dollars. 

They  were  not  the  regular  coinage  of  the  United  States 
Mint. 

Each  differed  from  that  in  many  important  points,  and, 
again,  each  differed  from  the  other. 
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The  pieces,  although  dated  twenty  years  back,  were  new 
and  bright. 

“Pattern  half  dollars,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Exactly,”  replied  Mr.  Clemens,  “but  they  are  surely 
counterfeits  just  the  same.” 

“Where  did  you  get  them,  and  why  are  you  so  positive 
that  they  are  counterfeits?” 

“They  were  offered  for  sale  at  a  recent  coin  auction  in 
this  city.  The  Secret  Service  people  happened  to  get  hold 
of  a  catalogue  of  the  sale,  and  I  was  ordered  to  seize  the 
coins,  which  I  did.  There  was  only  one  specimen  of  each 
variety  made,  and  the  dies  were  then  destroyed.  The 
original  specimens  are  in  the  United  States  mint,  conse¬ 
quently  these  must  be  fakes.” 

“I  suppose  they  would  have  brought  a  large  price  if  you 
had  allowed  the  auctioneer  to  sell  them,”  said  Harry. 

“Seventy-five  or  a  hundred  dollars  a-piece.” 

“Could  the  auctioneer  or  the  cataloguer  throw  any  light 
on  their  history?” 

“Neither.  They  were  the  property  of  an  estate.  The 
man  who  collected  the  coins  which  made  up  the  sale  is 
dead.” 

“I  see.  Do  we  keep  them?” 

“Yes,  you  may  as  well.  You  see,  there  have  been  a 
number  of  these  rare  pattern  pieces  offered  for  sale  of 
late,  and  most  of  them  are  either  counterfeits  in  silver  of 
the  originals,  or  pure  fabrications.  The  Government  is 
determined  to  learn  who  is  putting  them  out  if  possible. 
Are  you  busy  at  the  present  time?” 

“No.  We  have  no  case  at  all  on  hand  just  now.” 

Then  probably  you  will  be  able  to  give  a  little  atten¬ 
tion  to  this  matter.” 

“We  shall  certainly  bear  it  in  mind.” 

After  some  further  discussion  of  the  coins  Mr.  Clemens 
left. 

Old  King  Brady  put  the  coins  in  his  big  leather  wallet, 
and  thought  no  more  of  the  matter  that  day. 

The  next  morning  New  York  had  a  sensation  sprung 
upon  it  by  the  press. 

A  millionaire’s  son,  Jack  Willshire  by  name,  hailing 
from  Louisville,  Ky.,  had  been  found  apparently  dying 
on  the  lower  Bowery  in  the  early  morning. 

The  young  man  had  been  stripped  of  his  clothing,  and 
was  clad  only  in  a  suit  of  tattered  underwear. 

He  could  give  no  account  of  himself,  further  than  to 
mention  his  name  and  give  his  father’s  address. 

After  that  he  sank  into  a  comatose  condition,  in  which 
he  had  remained.  , 

Of  course,  such  things  happen  every  day  in  New  York. 

Only  the  fact  of  the  fellow  being  the  son  of  one  of  the 
richest  whisky  distillers  in  Louisville  caused  the  papers 
to  give  the  case  prominence. 

It  was  stated  that  young  Willshire  had  come  to  New 
York  on  business  for  his  father,  and  had  a  large  sum  of 
monev  with  him. 

fie  had  hit  town  only  the  night  before,  and  as  nothing 


was  found  of  the  money  upon  him  the  assumption  was 
that  he  had  been  robbed. 

The  Bradys  only  glanced  casually  over  the  account,  but 
their  interest  in  the  matter  was  aroused  later  in  the  day, 
when  they  received  a  telegram  from  Mr.  Willshire,  Sr., 
asking  that  they  take  up  the  case,  spare  no  expense  to 
trace  out  the  persons  who  had  assaulted  his  son,  and  to  see 
that  he  received  every  attention. 

The  telegram  further  stated  that  Mr.  Willshire,  being 
an  invalid,  would  be  unable  to  come  to  New  York,  and 
that  the  young  man  probably  had  sixty  thousand  dollars 
in  cash  upon  him  at  the  time  of  the  assault. 

“Something  doing  at  last,”  remarked  Young  King 
Brady,  when  he  read  this  telegram. 

“An  uninteresting  case  enough,  I  daresay,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  “No  doubt  the  young  fellow  was  just  slum¬ 
ming,  and  fell  into  bad  hands.  The  chances  that  the 
money  will  ever  be  recovered  are  very  remote.” 

“Still,  I  suppose  you  will  take  hold?” 

“Oh,  yes.  Inasmuch  as  we  have  nothing  else  to  do, 
why  not?” 

“I  can’t  see  how  he  came  to  have  so  much  money  about 
him.  One  would  think  that  he  would  have  carried  a  draft 
on  New  York,  or  something  of  the  sort.” 

“Perhaps  he  had  been  helping  himself  to  the  old  man’s 
cash,  Harry.” 

“That  indeed!  Of  course  there  is  that  chance.  Where 
is  the  fellow?” 

“Don’t  know.  Call  up  the  different  hospitals  and  ascer¬ 
tain.” 

Young  King  Brady  did  this. 

The  report  came  that  young  Willshire  was  in  the  Hud¬ 
son  Street  Hospital,  and  thither  the  Bradys  hurried. 

They  were  received  by  the  house  surgeon,  to  whom  the 
old  detective  exhibited  the  telegram. 

“That  party  is  here,”  said  the  surgeon.  “Do  you  wish 
to  see  him?” 

“We  do,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Has  he  regained 
consciousness  yet?” 

No.  He  mutters  incoherently  at  times,  but  that  is  all.” 

“What  is  your  opinion  of  the  case?  Is  he  suffering 
from  some  drug?” 

“The  doctors  held  a  consultation  this  morning.  The 
opinion  seemed  to  be  general  that  it  is  more  likely  to  be 
a  nervous  affection.” 

“The  result  of  some  shock?” 

“Yes.  He  has  been  through  a  terrible  experience. 
There  is  no  doubt  of  that.” 

“Why  do  you  feel  so  sure?” 

“Why,  his  body  is  terribly  cut,  apparently  bv  glass.” 

“He  may  have  jumped  through  some  window.” 

“Such  is  the  opinion.  Step  this  way.  gentleman.  Walk 
to  the  end  of  that  corridor,  and  open  the  first  door  on  your 
right.  The  orderly  will  take  you  to  young  Wiltshire's  cot." 

The  Bradys  found  their  subject  a  handsome  youth  of 
nineteen  or  twenty,  > 

They  sat  down  to  st^idy  him.  ■ 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  HOUSE  OF  SKULLS. 


3 


He  lay  on  his  hack  with  his  eyes  open. 

They  were  fixed  and  staring.  Apparently  he  could  see 
nothing,  and  knew  nothing. 

He  was  terribly  cut  around  the  face  and  head. 

The  orderly  pulled  off  the  sheet  and  showed  the  Bradys 
other  cuts  oyer  his  body. 

None  of  them  were  deep,  and  they  did  not  look  like 
knife  cuts  to  the  experienced  eye  of  the  old  detective. 

“Glass?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Looks  like  it,”  was  the  reply.  “What  does  he  say, 
orderly? 

“Oh,  just  nonsense,”  was  the  reply. 

“But  what  nonsense?” 

“Listen,  he  is  going  to  talk  now.” 

The  young  man’s  lips  were  moving. 

The  old  detective  bent  over  him,  but  could  catch  no 
sound. 

“Jack!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  trying  the  experiment  of 
calling  him  by  his  familiar  name.  “Oh,  Jack!” 

“Don’t!” 

It  was  the  first  audible  word  the  detectives  got,  al¬ 
though  the  lips  had  been  moving  right  along. 

“Don’t  what,  Jack?” 

“Don’t  kill  me!” 

“You  shall  not  be  killed.” 

Still  the  lips  moved. 

Presently  the  Bradys  got: 

“Never  mind  the  coins.  Only  let  me  go!” 

“There  you  are,”  said  the  orderly.  “It  is  like  I  told 
you.  It  is  just  nonsense  that  he  talks.” 

“Jack,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “where  are  you,  Jack?” 

“Oh,  oh,  oh!”  moaned  the  boy.  “Oh,  that  horrible 
house!  Oh,  that  horrible  house  of  skulls!” 

“What  is  he  saying?”  demanded  the  orderly.  “I  didn’t 
catch  that.” 

“Please  go  away  and  leave  us  alone  with  him,”  said  the 
old  detective. 

And  no  sooner  had  the  orderly  departed  than  the  words 
were  spoken  again. 

“Oh,  that  horrible  house!  That  horrible  house  of 
skulls!” 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  BRADYS  TAKE  UP  ANOTHER  CASE. 

The  Bradys  remained  the  best  part  of  an  hour  with 
Jack  Willshire,  but  not  another  word  did  he  utter. 

They  examined  the  underclothing  which  he  had  on 
hirn  wheri  found — the  only  clew. 

The  garments  were  of  the  cheapest  description,  and 
very  heavy  for  their  kind. 

This,  as  the  month  was  June,  seemed  to  render  it  tol¬ 
erably  certain  that  they  could  not  be  those  worn  by  Will- 
f Tire,  corning  as  he  did  from  the  South. 


“If  he  returns  to  consciousness  inform  us  at  once,” 
Old  King  Brady  said  to  the  house  surgeon,  and  the  de¬ 
tectives  then  left. 

“A  right  handsome  boy,”  remarked  Harry.  “What  a 
pity!” 

“His  beauty  is  only  skin  deep,  I  fear,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “He  doesn’t  look  to  me  like  a  well-balanced 
person,  and  the  fact  of  his  going  off  the  hooks  with  this 
shock  would  seem  to  confirm  the  idea.” 

“The  shock  may  have  been  a  very  severe  one,  Gov¬ 
ernor.” 

“Oh,  I  know!  Some  can  withstand  severe  shocks,  and 
some  can’t.  But  we  will  push  ahead  with  the  case.” 

“And  what  next?  Elizabeth  street?” 
s  “Yes.  Wre  must  see  the  policeman  who  found  him 
next.” 

They  found  the  officer  at  the  Elizabeth  street  station. 

He  was  a  fairly  intelligent  person,  Noonen  by  name. 

“Sure,  the  papers  had  it  wrong,”  he  said.  “It  was  not 
on  the  Bowery  at  all  that  I  found/him.  It  was  on  Chat¬ 
ham  Square.  He’s  just  a  common  flake-snuffer — that’s 
what  he  is.  Bug-house  wit  de  flake.” 

The  allusion  was  to  the  disastrous  habit  of  snuffing 
flake  cocaine,  which  has  created  terrible  havoc  in  New 
York  of  late  years. 

But  Old  King  Brady  could  not  agree  with  the  officer, 
and  he  said  as  much. 

“How  do  you  account  for  the  cuts  in  that  case?”  he 
asked. 

“Sure,  he  went  daffy  wit  de  flake,  an’  jumped  troo 
some  winder,”  was  the  reply. 

“Have  you  made  any  effort  to  find  out  where  he  came 
from?”  persisted  the  detective. 

“No,  I  haven’t.  I  got  no  orders  to  do  dat.” 

“He  was  not  unconscious  when  you  first  found  him?” 

“When  I  first  found  him  he  was,  but  I  give  him  whisky 
an’  he  come  to.” 

“What  did  he  say  then?  Be  as  accurate  as  you  can, 
officer.” 

“He  says  foist:  ‘Take  it  away!  Take  it  away.  I’ll  not 
drink  out  of  a  skull,’  wandering  like  in  his  mind,  you 
know.” 

“Yes;  and  next?” 

“Next  he  tried  tc  feel  in  his  pocket.  Then  he  give  a 
yell:  ‘Oh,  me  coins!’  he  said.  Then  he  told  me  he’d  been 
robbed  of  a  lot  of  money,  and  that  he  was  the  son  of  Mr. 
John  Willshire,  of  Louisville,  and  that  his  father  was  a 
millionaire,  and  that  I  should  notify  him,  and  the  like  of 
that.  I  rung  up  an  ambulance,  and  when  the  hurrah  boys 
got  hold  of  him  they  soon  knocked  the  sinses  out  of  the 
lad,  whatever  it  was  they  give  him.  I  hear  he  has  niver 
spoken  a  wurrud  since.” 

“Are  you  sure  that  he  said:  ‘Oh,  my  coins’?  Wasn’t 
it,  ‘Oh,  my  money’?” 

“No,  it  wasn’t,  Mr.  Brady.  It  was,  ‘Oh,  me  coins!’  I 
tuk  particular  note,  for  I  tought  just  like  enough  some  de¬ 
tective  would  be  after  pumping  me,  same  as  you  are  now.” 
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The  old  detective  pressed  the  policeman  further,  but 
did  not  learn  anything  else  of  any  consequence. 

The  Bradys  left  the  station,  and  walked  down  to  Chat¬ 
ham  Square  to  view  the  exact  place  where  young  Wiltshire 
had  been  picked  up. 

“Harry,  did  you  note  the  singular  expression  which  the 
officer  insisted  upon?”  Old  King  Brady  asked. 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply. 

“  ‘Oh,  my  coins!’  Strange  to  talk  of  money  that 
way.” 

“It  may  be  the  custom  in  Kentucky.  Remember  wTe 
heard  him  say  in  the  hospital:  ‘Never  mind  the  coins; 
only  let  me  go/  ” 

“I  have  not  forgotten.  No,  I  don’t  believe  this  was  the 
result  of  any  local  Kentucky  custom,  but  rather  that  old 
coins  actually  figure  in  this  case.” 

“It  is  possible.  If  we  could  only  get  hold  of  someone 
who  saw  him  before  the  officer.” 

“You  see,  it  was  three  o’clock  in  the  morning.  Even 
parts  of  Chinatown  sleeps  then.” 

“Some  of  the  Night-hawk  cabbies  on  the  Square?” 

“I  have  them  in  mind,  and  I  intend  that'vyou  shall  take 
in  this  neighborhood  to-night,  and  talk  with  the  Night- 
hawks.  Of  course,  none  of  them  would  be  on  duty  at  this 
hour.” 

“Probably  not.  To-night  will  be  the  best.” 

The  Bradys  had  just  turned  out  of  Bayard  street  into 
the  Bowery. 

“Look,  Governor!”  exclaimed  Hary.  “There  is  your 
strange  man  from  the  Five  Points  now.” 

The  singular  person  in  question  was  just  passing. 

He  was  a  man  well  past  middle  life,  shabbily  dressed. 

His  large,  coarse  features  were  decidedly  repulsive,  and 
rendered  more  so  by  the  way  in  which  he  carried  his  head. 

This  was  thrown  w'ell  back,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upwards. 

He  moved  with  a  rapid  stride,  slipping  between  the 
pedestrians  and  moving  from  one  side  of  the  walk  to  the 
other. 

He  was  a  man  whom  one  would  turn  to  look  at  in  a 
crowd.  ' 

“Odd  stick!”  said  Harry. 

“Very,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “I’m  going  to  speak 
to  him.” 

“All  right.  Try  it  on.” 

“YY>u  drop  behind.  I’d  sooner  tackle  him  alone.” 

Old  King  Brady  pressed  forward  and  overtook  the  man 
who  had  now  passed  them. 

The  Bradys  had  been  attracted  to  him  only  by  his  pe¬ 
culiar  manner  of  walking  and  holding  his  head. 

A  few  days  before  Harry  had  followed  him  some  blocks, 
and  had  seen  him  enter  the  queer  little  frame  building  on 
Baxter  street  already  alluded  to,  which  was  the  reason  the 
young  detective  had  spoken  of  him  as  “the  strange  man 
from  the  Five  Points.” 

“Excuse  me,  sir,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  can  von 
direct  me  to  Park  Row?” 

The  man  stopped  short,  and  lowered  his  head. 


. -  —  t  •m 

An  entirely  different  expression  seemed  to  come  over 
his  face. 

Now  he  was  not  bad-looking,  by  any  means. 

“No,  I  can’t,”  he  replied.  “Why  should  I  waste  words 
directing  a  man  to  Park  Row  who  knows  perfectly  well 
where  It  is?”  J 

With  this  he  threw  up  his  head  again,  and  traveled  on, 
zig-zagging  along  the  sidewalk  as  before. 

“Upon  my  word,  I  felt  quite  called  down,”  said  the 
old  detective,  when  he  fell  back  and  reported  to  Harry. 

Young  King  Brady  laughed  heartily. 

“What  can  you  expect?”  he  asked.  “How  could  it  be 
otherwise?  That  man  is  constantly •  traveling  about  the 
lower  part  of  New  York.  So  are  you  with  your  trade¬ 
mark  clothes.” 

The  allusion  was  to  Old  King  Brady’s  peculiar  style  of 
dress. 

Old  King  Brady  wears  a  long  blue  coat  with  brass  but¬ 
tons,  a  queer  old-fashioned  stock  and  stand-up  collar,  and 
a  big  white  felt  hat  with  an  extraordinarily  wide  brim. 

“Never  mind  my  trade-mark  clothes,  Harry,”  he  re¬ 
torted.  “I’ll  solve  the  mystery  of-  that  man  yet.” 

“Not  a  very  profitable  undertaking,  I  fancy.” 

“Who  can  tell  ?  At  any  rate,  my  curiosity  has  been  suf¬ 
ficiently  aroused  to  make  me  willing  to  do  it  on  my  own 
account.” 

The  Bradys  learned  nothing  further  that  day. 

Other  business  intervening,  Harry  was  not  able  to  take 
in  the  night-hawk  cabbies  on  Chatham  Square  that  even¬ 
ing-  ; 

Next  morning  brought  a  letter  from  Mr.  Willshire,  Sr. 

It  was  too  lengthy  a  document  to  make  it  worth  while 
for  us  to  reproduce  it  in  full. 

It  contained  several  important  points. 

In  the  first  place  the  detectivese  were  informed  that 

young  Willshire  had  always  been  considered  weak-miqded, 

and  that  he  had  robbed  his  father  of  sixtv  thousand  dol- 

«/ 

lars  in  cash  and  run  away. 

The  letter  tried  to  convey  the  idea  that  he  was  not  a  bad 
boy,  but  foolish. 

It  explained  the  coin  mystery  in  part. 

It  appeared  that  the  lad’s  one  hobby  was  the  collecting 
of  old  coins,  and  that  he  carried  his  collection  with  him 
when  he  left  home. 

The  letter  ordered  the  Bradys  to  spare  no  expense  in 
the  case,  and  promised  liberal  treatment  if  money  was 
recovered. 

This  brought  a  new  interest  into  the  case,  of  course. 

Alice  was  despatched  to  the  hospital,  and  when  she  re¬ 
turned  Old  King  Brady  questioned  her  as  to  young  Will- 
shire’s  condition. 

‘He  is  much  worse,”  replied  Alice.  “Fever  has  set  in, 
and  instead  of  silence  he  is  now  ravin?.” 

“Did  you  see  him?  Did  you  listen  to  his  talk?”  Old 
King  Brady  asked. 

“^es,  it  is  all  about  old  coins  and  skulls,  still.  He 
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$eem>  io  think  that  somebody  is  going  to  boil  him  in  or¬ 
der  to  get  his  skeleton.” 

“Indeed!  But  just  the  same  there  was  a  doctor  in 
Chicago  who  did  that  same  tiling  at  wholesale  not  many 
years  ago.  What  do  the  doctors  think?  That  he  will  be 
permanently  insane?” 

“I  judge  they  do.  The  one  I  talked  with  did,  at  all 
events.  I  wish  we  had  the  boy  in  my  house  in  charge  of 
some  good  nurse.  He  needs  attention,  which  he  will  not  be 
apt  to  get  in  an  emergency  hospital.” 

“Could  it  not  be  arranged?” 

“Not  easily.  I  won’t  go  in  for  it.  Really,  I  don’t  see 
what  I  can  do  in  the  case.” 

It  was,  in  fact,  one  of  those  simple  cases  to  all  outward 
appearance  which  carry  with  them  no  clew. 

“Case  closed  until  night,”  said  the  old  detective,  “then 
you  and  Harry  can  look  around  down  there  at  Chatham 
Square.” 

The  announcement  of  a  client  broke  up  the  conference. 

This  proved  to  be  an  elderly  man  whom  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  at  once  recognized  as  one  of  the  most  prominent  poli¬ 
ticians  in  New  York. 

We  shall  call  him  Nolan,  but  such  was  not  his  name. 

The  man  is  too  well  known  for  us  to  name  him,  not  only 
as  a  politician,  but  for  his  great  wealth. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  “I  am  in  deep  trouble,  and  as  I 
want  above  all  things  to  keep  the  matter  out  of  the  papers 
I  have  come  privately  to  you  to  see  if  you  cannot  help 
me.” 

“I  am  here  for  that  purpose,  Mr.  Nolan,”  was  the  reply. 
“What  is  the  nature  of  your  trouble?” 

“It’s  my  wife’s  grave  in  Calvary.  It  was  opened  last 
night  and  the  body  stolen.” 

“So?  How  long  has  your  wife  been  dead?” 

“Three  weeks.” 

“Do  you  think  it  is  a  case  of  blackmail?” 

“Well,  I  can’t  tell.  There  has  been  a  whole  lot  of  body- 
snatching  done  in  Calvary  of  late,  and  no  blackmail  has 
come  of  it,  according  to  the  authorities.  But  in  my  case 
it  might  be  different.  I  don’t  care  what  you  do,  only  get 
the  body  back.” 

“No  case  could  be  harder,  Mr.  Nolan.  The  chances  are 
ninety  to  one  that  this  is  the  work  of  professional  body- 
snatchers,  in  which  case  it  will  be  next  to  impossible  for 
us  to  run  them  down  and  get  the  body  back.” 

“Well,  if  you  can’t  do  it  nobody  can.”  \ 

“We  shall  certainly  try  our  best.  We  will  take  the 
matter  right  in  hand.” 

Old  King  Brady  then  pressed  Mr.  Nolan  for  particulars. 

There  were  none  forthcoming. 

All  the  man  knew  he  had  learned  from  the  superin¬ 
tendent  of  Calvary  Cemetery,  who  had  called  him  up  on 
the  telephone. 

“I’ll  attend  to  this  case,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective 
after  Mr.  Nolan  had  departed.  “You  and  Alice  can  go  on 
with  the  Willshire  matter.  Mr.  Nolan  is  too  prominent  a 
man  to  delay  in  his  case.” 


And  so  the  Bradys  split  up  their  force. 

Old  King  Brady  started  at  once  for  Calvary  Cemetery. 
That  evening  Young  King  Brady,  with  Alice  disguised 
in  male  attire,  started  for  Chinatown,  to  see  what  points 
could  be  picked  up  in  the  Willshire  affair. 


CHAPTER  III. 

ON  THE  TRAIL  OF  SANDY  LOOK-UP. 

Alice  Montgomery  is  as  clever  an  all-around  detective 
as  there  is  in  the  country. 

Especially  strong  is  she  when  it  comes  to  passing  herself 
off  for  a  young  man. 

Another  and  most  unusual  accomplishment  which  she 
possesses  is  a  very  accurate  knowledge  of  the  Chinese  lan¬ 
guage,  both  written  and  spoken. 

Thus  it  will  be  seen  what  a  valuable  assistant  Alice  is. 

But  if  there  was  one  thing  which  Young  King  Brady 
disliked  more  than  another,  it  was  to  have  Alice  dress  this 
way. 

The  truth  is  Harry  had  fallen  desperately  in  love  with 
his  fair  associate,  and  the  fact  that  Alice  persistently 
laughed  at  his  passion  and  made  sport  of  his  love-making 
did  not  in  the  least  diminish  its  ardor. 

For  Young  King  Brady,  being  one  of  the  persistent 
kind,  comforted  himself  with  the  thought  that  he  would 
surely  “get  there”  in  the  end. 

“What  are  you  so  grumpy  about,  Harry?”  asked  Alice, 
as  they  rode  downtown  in  a  Third  avenue  car.  “You  have 
scarcely  opened  your  mouth  since  we  left  the  office.” 

“Oh,  nothing.” 

“Nonsense.  It  is  because  I  am  dressed  as  I  am,  and 
you  know  it.” 

“I  don’t  like  it,  Alice,  and  you  know  it.” 

“And  why  do  you  want  to  block  my  detective  work?” 

“You  know  why  I  object  to  this  sort  of  thing.  Do  you 
want  me  to  tell  it  right  out  loud  here  in  this  car  ?” 

“If  you  are  foolish  enough — yes.” 

“Pshaw!  Let  us  drop  the  subject.” 

“Cheerfully,  if  you  will  only  cut  out  that  long  face.” 

“Well,  consider  it  cut  out,  but  I  must  say  I  think  this 
job  altogether  too  dangerous  for  you.” 

Alice  laughed. 

“Why,  I  went  about  this  way  before  ever  I  saw  you,” 
she  said.  “I  want  you  to  understand  that  no  mere  man  is 
going  to  control  my  movements.  But  cheer  up.  Some 
day  I  may  take  pity  on  you;  then  I  will  give  up  the  detec¬ 
tive  business  for  good  and  all.” 

Upon  reaching  Chatham  Square  they  left  the  car,  and 
Harry  approached  the  driver  of  one  of  the  night-hawk 
cabs,  a  man  with  whom  he  was  well  acquainted. 

“Kelly,  I  am  on  a  case,  and  I  want  your  help,”  he  said. 

“And  sure  you’ll  get  it,  Mr.  Brady,  if  I  can  give  it. 
What’s  the  wurrud?” 
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Harry  explained. 

“I  was  oil*  with  a  fare  last  night,”  said  Kelly,  “but  I 
understand  McClinchy  was  here  from  midnight  until 
morning.  We’ll  ax  him.” 

McClinchy  was  called  over  from  his  cab,  and  Young 
King  Brady  was  introduced,  Alice  remaining  in  the  back¬ 
ground. 

McClinchy  proved  to  be  just  exactly  the  right  man. 

"I  seen  that  feller,”  he  said.  “I  was  one  of  dose  who 
helped  pick  him  up.” 

“Oh,  you  were!”  exclaimed  Kelly.  “Then  tell  us  all 
about  it.” 

McClinchy’s  way  of  telling  a  story  was  long  and  round¬ 
about. 

Nothing  new  was  developed  except  that  the  cab  driver 
had  seen  young  Wiltshire  running  up  Worth  street  at  a 
few  minutes  before  three  a.  m. 

According  to  the  driver  he  had  every  appearance  of  an 
insane  person. 

Just  as  he  turned  into  Chatham  Square  he  suddenly 
gave  a  yell,  threw  up  his  hands,  and  fell  to  the  sidewalk. 

It  was  McClinchy  who  picked  him  up  to  hear  him  tell 
it,  and  Harry  was  inclined  to  believe  him. 

“Is  he  dead?”  demanded  the  cab  driver. 

“No,”  replied  Harry,  “but  he  is  in  a  very  bad  way,  and 
the  chances  are  poor  for  his  recovery.” 

There  was  some  general  talk  about  the  matter,  and 
then  Young  King  Brady  abruptly  put  the  question  that 
S,  he  had  intended  from  the  first  to  put  to  these  men. 

“Did  either  of  you  ever  hear  of  such  a  place  as  the 
House  of  Skulls?” 

He  saw  at  once  that  he  had  made  a  bull’s-eye  shot. 
The  two  cabbies  exchanged  glances. 

“It  might  be,”  said  McClinchy. 

“Might  be  what?”  questioned  Harry.  “Speak  out. 
This  is  a  very  important  point  in  the  case.” 

“Might  be  that  he  was  into  it,  I  mean.” 

“There  is  such  a  place  as  the  House  of  Skulls,  then?” 
“Dat’s  what  dey  say,”  replied  McClinchy. 

“Tell  me  all  you  know.” 

“Sure,  it’s  not  much.  About  tree  weeks  ago  I  foist 
heard  tell  of  it  troo  a  flake-snuffer.” 

“An’  dat’s  what  dis  rich  guy  is,  surest  ting,”  chimed 
in  Kelly.  “It’s  de  flake  bugs  fer  his,  same  as  de  oder 

one.” 

“About  this  flake  snuffer — who  was  he?  What  did  he 
have  to  say  about  the  House  of  Skulls?”  persisted  Harry. 

“Why,”  said  McCMnchy,“  he  come  troo  here  one  night, 
howlin’  and  yellin’,  and  just  in  his  underclothes,  like  dis 
.guy  what  we  are  talking  about.  He  was  clean  gone  daffy. 
T’m  hoodooed!’  he  hollers.  T’m  hoodooed  by  de  House  of 

V  _  _  J 

Skulls!  Dey’re  after  me!  Dey  wanter  boil  me  alive!’ 
•v-  He  was  a  lame  one,  an’  he  died  in  Bellevue  next  day.” 

“Dat’s  right,”  added  Kelly.  “At  least  de  wardman  told 
me  so.” 

“Strange,”  said  Harry.  “This  young  Willshire  in  his 
ravings  is  making  the  same  talk  of  being  boiled  alive.” 


“Den  he  was  dere,  sure  ting.  It’s  de  same  racket,”  re¬ 
plied  McClinchy. 

“And  that’s  all  you  know  about  the  House  of  Skulls?” 
demanded  Harry. 

McClinchy  assured  him  that  it  was.. 

Kelly  said  nothing,  but  Young  King  Brady,  who  was 
eyeing  him  sharply,  felt  that  he  could  say  more  if  he 

chose. 

He  got  the  cabby  away  as  soon  as  possible,  and  when 
they  were  back  beside  Kelly’s  own  cab  Harry  passed  him 
a  ten-dollar  bill. 

“That  for  your  trouble,  Kelly,”  he  said.  “Now  tell  me 
what  else  you  know  about  the  House  of  Skulls.” 

“It’s  what  I  was  goin’  to  do,”  replied  the  man,  “only 
I  didn’t  want  to  tell  McClinchy.  I  heard  it  from  a  young 
feller  what  uster  live  in  de  same  house  wit  me.  He  was 
a  roofer  what  worked  for  Mike  Jamison  when  he  was  on 
Bayard  street,  but  he  has  gone  West  since  den,  an’  I  dunno 
what’s  become  of  him.” 

“But  the  House  of  Skulls?”  persisted  Young  King 
Brady,  jacking  the  man  up  to  the  point. 

“He  seen  it  troo  a  skylight,  when  he  was  repairing  a 
roof  on  Baxter  street,”  continued  Kellv.  “De  room  is  all 
hung  wit  skulls,  or  was  dat  day.  Afterwards  he  told  an¬ 
other  feller  he  knowed,  and  dey  went  on  de  roof  one 
afternoon,  an’  looked  down  troo  de  skylight,  but  never  a 
skull  could  dey  see,  but  nothing  but  an  ould  crazy  loon, 
who,  seein’  dem  peekin’  in,  up  wit  a  gun,  an’  dey  chased 
demselves,  an’  niver  Went  back  no  more.  Dat’s  all  I  know 
about  de  House  of  Skulls.” 

“Except  where  it  is,”  said  Harry.  “Of  course,  you 
know  that.”' 

“I  sure  do,  and  if  you  and  yer  friend  will  jump  into 
me  cab  I’ll  take  youse  dere  in  no  time,  for  it’s  just  up  here 
by  de  Five  Points.” 

So  Harry  and  Alice  got  into  the  cab,  and  when  Kellv 
pointed  out  the  house  to  them  Y^oung  King  Brady  could 
scarcely  keep  back  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

The  house  was  the  one  to  which  he  had  traced  the 
strange  man  of  the  Five  Points! 

“Kelly,”  said  YToung  King  Brady,  “is  the  crazy  loon  you 
spoke  of  the  man  who  goes  about  looking  up  into  the  air?” 

“Sure,  dat’s  him.  Yrou  must  have  seen  him.  Every¬ 
body  knows  him  by  sight.” 

“  Oh,  I’ve  seen  him.  Do  you  know  his  name  ?” 

Kelly  did  not  know,  and  he  now  left  Harry  and  Alice 
after  Young  King  Brady  had  insisted  in  paying  for  the 
ride. 

The  house  was  a  queer  three-cornered  frame  structure, 
dating  back  io  the  early  days  of  the  Five  Points. 

Its  precise  location  we  do  not  propose  to  give. 

Enough  to  sav  that  it  stood  between  two  brick  tene¬ 
ments,  while  behind  it  was  the  extension  of  an  old  build¬ 
ing  facing  Worth  street. 

The  roof  of  this  extension  was  just  a  little  lower  than 
the  roof  of  the  House  of  Skulls. 

But  all  this  Harry  learned  later. 
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On  this  occasion  as  soon  as  Kelly  was  gone  he  and  Alice 
crossed  the  street,  and  standing  in  the  shadows  of  a  store 
doorway  looked  the  house  over. 

“Odd  that  we  should  be  brought  up  against  your  mys¬ 
terious  man,  Harry,”  Alice  remarked. 

“Isn’t  it?”  replied  Young  King  Brady.  “Do  you  know 
that  somehow  I  have  had  the  notion  this  long  while  that 
sooner  or  later  we  would  have  to  deal  with  that  fellow.” 

“The  house  seems  quite  dark.” 

“Yes,  I  can't  see  a  glimmer  of  light  anywhere.  But 
now  to  find  out  who.  lives  there?  It  ought  not  to  be  a 
difficult  job.” 

They  went  around  on  to  Worth  street. 

In  the  building  which  we  have  described  as  backing  on 
the  House  of  Skulls  there  was  a  cigar  store  on  the  ground 
floor. 

It  looked  as  if  the  proprietor  might  be  secretly  engaged 
in  other  business,  making  a  hand-book  on  the  races,  per¬ 
haps,  or  possibly  running  a  little  policy  game. 

Harry  and  Alice  went  in  and  bought  cigars,  noticing  as 
they  did  so  that  there  was  a  sign  on  the  side  door  an¬ 
nouncing  “furnished  rooms  to  let.” 

The  man  who  waited  on  them  to  Young  King  Brady’s 
eye  looked  the  crook  clear  through. 

“That’s  a  strange-looking  house  around  the  corner,”  he- 
marked  Harry,  as  he  took  a  light. 

“"Do  you  mean  the  narrow  one  with  the  high  stoop  back 
of  this?”  demanded  the  cigar  dealer. 

“"Yes.” 

“Well,  what’s  queer  about  it?  It  is  simply  an  old  frame 
house  left  over  from  old  times.” 

“The  high  stoop  and  the  little  windows  show  that.” 

“It’s  not  as  queer  as  the  man  who  lives  in  it,  then.” 

“Indeed!  And  is  he?” 

“You  must  have  sure  seen  him.  Everybody  knows  him 
by  sight.  They  call  him  Sandy  Look-up.  His  real  name 
is  McFee.” 

“Oh,  I’ve  often  seen  that  man  on  the  street,”  replied 
Harry.  “So  he  lives  in  there,  does  he?  What’s  his  busi¬ 
ness?” 

“He  hasn’t  any  that  I  know  of.  He  owns  that  house 
and  the  two  tenements  on  the  sides  of  it.  I  guess  he  lives 
on  his  money  all  right.” 

“So?  Does  he  live  all  alone.” 

“Him  and  the  wife.” 

It  seemed  unwise  to  press, for  further  information,  and 
Harry  and  Alice  withdrew. 

“We  seem  to  be  making  some  headway,”  remarked 
Alice,  as  they  walked  through  Worth  street  to  Broadway. 

“We  have  made  a  lot  of  headway,”  replied  Harry.  “We 
know  now  that  the  House  of  Skulls  is  no  dream,  and  fur¬ 
ther  that  our  man  with  his  head  in  the  air  is  regarded  as  a 
local  mystery.  Alice,  I  have  an  idea.” 

“Well?” 

“Since  you  are  bound  to  work  on  this  case  dressed  as 
vou  are,  what  do  you  say  to  you  and  me  disguising  a  bit 


and  taking  rooms  upstairs  over  that  cigar  store?  The 
back  windows  must  overlook  our  mysterious  house.” 

“It  might  be  a  good  idea  if  we  have  to  follow  up  this 
end  of  the  case.” 

“Which  we  probably  shall.  And  now  let  us  go  over  to 
the  hospital  and  see  what  the  condition  of  young  Wiltshire 
is.” 

They  had  just  reached  Elm  street,  and  as  they  were 
about  to  cross  Alice  suddenly  laid  a  hand  on  Harry’s  arm. 

“Look!”  she  whispered.  “There  he  comes.” 

It  was  Sandy  Look-up! 

With  his  head  in  the  air  the  strange  man  of  Five  Points 
was  advancing  toward  them  on  the  other  side  of  the  street. 

“Shadowing,”  said  Harry. 

“He  is  just  going  home,  I  suppose,”  added  Alice. 

Sandy  McFee  was  differently  dressed  from  what  he  was 
when  the  Bradys  saw  him  on  the  Bowery. 

His  clothing  then  had  been  old  and  shabby,  now  it  was 
more  in  the  style  of  an  ordinary  business  man. 

Harry  and  Alice  got  in  behind  him,  but  kept  to  their 
own  side  of  the  street. 

The  man  appeared  to  be  making  a  desperate  effort  to 
keep  Iris  head  in  its  normal  position. 

He  would  get  it  down  and  keep  it  down  for  a  minute  or 
two. 

Then  it  would  go  flying  up  again,  and  after  a  few  con¬ 
tortions  he  would  once  more  get.it  down. 

The  peculiar  style  of  walking  from  one  side  of  the. 
pavement  to  the  other  was  still  continued,  but  to  a  less 
degree. 

“A  clear  case  of  St.  Vitus’s  dance,”  said  Harry. 

“Looks  so,”  replied  Alice.  “A  very  singular  case.” 

“It  is.  He  seems  to  be  trying  his  best  to  control  him¬ 
self.” 

They  followed  the  old  fellow  back  to  the  Eive  Points, 
and  saw  him  ascend  the  high  stoop  and  enter  his  house. 

Now  the  blinds  on  the  main  floor  were  open,  and  a  light 
burned  behind  the  raised  window. 

From  the  other  side  of  the  street  the  detectives  caught 
sight  of  a  hideous  old  woman. 

Sandy  Look-up  seemed  to  fly  into  a  rage  with  her  as 
soon  as  he  entered  the  room. 

He  shook  his  fist  in  her  face,  and  when  the  woman  ap¬ 
peared  to  talk  back  at  him  he  gave  her  a  violent  push. 

Then  he  leaned  out  of  the  window  and  closed  the  blinds. 

lie  probably  pulled  down  the  sash  also,  and  drew  a  cur¬ 
tain,  for  immediately  the  light  vanished. 

“Come,”  said  Young  King  Brady,  “that’s  as  far  as  we 
can  go  to-night.  It’s  the  hospital  for  ours,  Alice,  and 
then  home.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

INVESTIGATIONS  AT  CALVARY  CEMETERY. 

Alice  Montgomery  has  a  small  suite  of  rooms  in  an  old- 
fashioned  house  on  Waverly  Place,  and  after  leaving  her 
at  her  door  Harry  went  to  the  house  on  the  other  side  of 
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Washington  Square,  where  he  and  Old  King  Brady  have 
kept  bachelors’  hall  for  a  number  of  years. 

But  he  did  not  find  Old  King  Brady  there. 

The  old  detective  had  gone  out  to  Calvary  Cemetery 
to  look  into  the  mystery  of  Mrs.  Nolan’s  disappearance 
from  her  grave. 

The  superintendent  of  this,  the  largest  Roman  Catholic 
Cemetery  in  America,  was  a  man  well  known  to  the  old 
detective. 

He  received  Old  King  Brady  with  open  arms. 

“Do  you  know,”  he  said,  “I  have  been  trying  for  two 
months  to  get  the  trustees  to  have  you  take  up  this  busi¬ 
ness,  but  they  wouldn’t.  We  have  had  no  less  than  five 
cases  of  body-snatching  in  the  last  six  months  that  we 
know  of,  and  the  dear  knows  how  many  more  there  may  be 
that  we  haven’t  tumbled  to  at  all.” 

“I  am  here  on  the  Nolan  matter,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Oh,  I  know.  He  telegraphed  me  to  expect  you,”  said 
the  superintendent.  “It  isn’t  dark  yet.  Suppose  we  run 
out  to  the  Nolan  lot?” 

It  was  nearly  seven  o’clock,  as  it  happened. 

Old  King  Brady  had  made  this  late  visit  because  he 
contemplated  putting  in  a  night  of  it. 

If  anything  was  to  be  accomplished  in  the  Nolan  matter 
it  had  to  be  done  at  once. 

So  the  old  detective  and  the  superintendent  went  to 
the  Nolan  lot  in  a  little  runabout. 

It  was  located  in  the  remote  southeast  corner  of  the 
cemetery,  well  distant  from  the  main  gate. 

On  the  way  Old  King  Brady  was  informed  that  by  Mr. 
Nolan’s  particular  request  everything  had  been  left  as  the 
cemetery  people  found  it. 

The  lot  was  a  full-sized  one,  and  contained  a  tall  marble 
shaft  and  several  graves. 

Mrs.  Nolan’s  grave  was  at  the  foot  of  the  lot. 

It  had  been  opened  by  the  body-snatchers,  and  the 
wooden  box  and  an  expensive  casket  lay  open  upon  the 
grass.  < 

Old  King  Brady  looked  things  over  in  silence. 

“This  is  the  work  of  experienced  people,”  he  said. 

“It  sure  is,”  replied  the  superintendent.  “You  can 
tell  by  the  way  the  hole  was  dug  so  that  they  could  get  the 
rope  under  the  box.” 

“Then  the  ground  is  but  little  trampled.  The  job  was 
done  rapidly.  Do  you  keep  no  guard?” 

“A  watchman  patrols  outside  the  fence,  hut  it  is  a  long 
stretch  for  him.” 

“There  should  be  one  for  each  side.” 

“Yes,  that  is  so.  It  is  not  my  fault.” 

“Was  he  on  duty  last  night?” 

“He  claims  to  have  been.  I  have  my  suspicions.  He  ft 
a  new  man.  He  will  probably  be  discharged.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  about  him  in  the  fading  light. 

“I  see  a  new  grave  over  there,”  he  said.  “Near  the 
east  fence,  I  mean.” 

“Yes.  A  young  man  named  Nicholas  Ryan  was  buried 
there  ibis  afternoon.” 


“If  the  body-snatchers  come  over  the  fence  by  the  means 
of  ladders,  as  they  probably  do,  they  would  find  it  an  easy 
matter  to  get  at  that  grave.” 

“The  watchman  has  special  orders  to  look  out  for  it.” 

“Let  us  go  over  there.” 

“And  why?” 

“I  just  want  to  have  a  look.” 

“All  right;  anything  you  say  goes,  Mr.  Brady.  But  I 
am  afraid  you  will  have  no  show.  Mrs.  Nolan  is  probably 
in  some  doctor’s  pickle  barrel  by  this  time.  It’s  black 
work,  and  the  doctors  are  at  the  bottom  of  it  all.  It’s 
hot  fires  there  will  be  in  purgatory  for  the  likes  of  them.” 

As  they  approached  Ryan’s  grave  the  old  detective  call¬ 
ed  the  attention  of  his  companion  to  a  short  stake  which 
had  been  driven  into  the  ground  at  the  foot  of  the  gTave. 

“What’s  that  for?”  he  asked. 

The  superintendent  looked  puzzled. 

“I’ll  he  blest  if  I  know  what  it’s  for,  or  who  put  it 
there,”  he  replied. 

It  was  now  close  on  to  the  end  of  the  twilight,  and  Old 
King  Brady’s  sharp  eyes  caught  a  slight  glow  which  ap¬ 
peared  to  hang  about  the  stake. 

“Singular  thing  that,”  he  thought.  “I’ll  hold  this  man 
till  it  gets  darker,  and  see  if  he  will  notice  it.” 

\  The  superintendent  started  to  pull  up  the  stake. 

“Let  it  be,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“But  I  want  to  find  out  about  it.  I  can’t  understand 
why  it  is  here.” 

;  “Just  wait  a  bit.  Don’t  handle  it,  please.  I  have  a 
reason.” 

“Do  you  think  it  was  put  there  by  the  bodv'-snatchers 
as  a  mark? 

“I  do,  and  I  will  tell  you  why  later,  if  you  don’t  find 
out*  for  yourself.  Who  is  that  man  watching  us  from  be¬ 
hind  that  tall  shaft  over  there?” 

“Where?  I  see  no  one.” 

“There,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  pointing.  “Now  you 
must  see  him.  He  has  come  out  into  the  open.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  he  was  hiding,  but  perhaps  I  am  wrong.” 

“I  think  you  must  be.  He  is  one  of  my  workmen.” 

“Shall  we  question  him  about  this  stake?” 

“It  wouldn’t  be  any  use.  He  is  a  Pole.  He  speaks  no 
English.  Only  the  foreman  can  talk  with  him.” 

“I  see.  We  will  let  him  alone,  then.” 

It  was  getting  dark. 

The  glow  about  the  stake  was  growing  more  distinct, 
but  still  the  superintendent  did  not  appear  to  notice  it. 

“Step  this  way,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  striding  toward 
the  fence.  “I  want  to  call  your  attention  to  something.” 

When  they  reached  the  fence  he  turned  and  again 
looked  back  at  young  Ryan’s  grave. 

Seen  thus  from  a  distance,  and  in  the  increasing  dark¬ 
ness,  the  glow  about  the  stake  instantly  caught  the  super¬ 
intendent’s  attention. 

“Why,  look!  That  stake  seems  to  be  afire!”  he  exclaim¬ 
ed. 
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But  instead  of  looking  at  the  stake,  Old  King  Brady’s 
eyes  were  upon  the  Polish  workman. 

The  man  seemed  to  be  aware  that  he  was  being  watch¬ 
ed,  and  he  immediately  turned  and  walked  away. 

“Yes,  that  is  the  way  it  looks,”  said  the  old  detective, 
turning  his  attention  to  the  superintendent  again.  “Can 
vou  account  for  it?” 

“Ho;  it  looks  like  a  corpse  light.” 

“Did  you  ever  see  a  corpse  light.” 

“I  have  seen  manv  of  them.” 

“Science  has  explained  them  by  the  theory  that  they 
are  composed  of  sulphurous  gases  rising  from  the  decay- 
ins:  bodies.” 

“I  know.  I  have  my  own  ideas,  just  the  same.  But  it’s 
too  early  in  the  night  for  that.” 

“Ho  ghostly  theories  are  needed  to  explain  that  light,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am  scientist  enough  for  that 
mvself.” 

V 

“Well?” 

“Come  back  and  I  will  show  you.” 

They  returned,  and  Old  King  Brady  pulled  up  the 
stake. 

It  glowed  like  an  old  fish  head  on  a  dark  night. 

The  old  detective  produced  his  electric  flash-lantern, 
and  turned  the  light  on  the  stake. 

The  glow  vanished. 

“Take  this  glass,”  he  said,  “and  examine  the  stake 
carefully.  It  has  clearly  been  washed  with  a  preparation 
of  sulphur.”  * 

The  superintendent  could  not  see  it,  however. 

Old  King  Brady  examined  the  stake  through  the  glass 
himself. 

“I  am  certainly  right,”  he  said.  “This  is  a  signal  for 
the  body-snatchers  to  enable  them  to  locate  this  new 
grave  quickly  and  without  the  aid  of  lanterns.  Hothing 
can  be  more  certain.  They  intend  to  come  again  to¬ 
night.” 

“Do  you  think  it  is  an  inside  job?” 

“It  looks  very  much  that  way.  But  put  the  stake  back. 
I  advise  you  to  keep  a  watch  on  Mr.  Pollack.  As  for  me, 
I  shall  watch  all  night.” 

“'Inside?  I  shall  have  to  arange  for  it.” 

“Ho;  outside.  Who  was  this  Kyan?  A  person  of  any 
consequence?” 

“Hone  at  all  so  far  as  I  know.  This  was  his  father’s  lot. 
He  was  buried  by  a  cousin,  who  told  me  that  he  was  the 
last  of  his  family.  But  why  do  you  ask?” 

“In  case  the  body-snatchers  get  him  I  wanted  to  know 
who  there  was  to  interest  themselves.” 

“I  see.  There  could  not  be  a  better  subject.  You 
mean  to  let  them  get  him  and  follow  them  up,  if  you 
can.”  - 

“Exactly.  The  last  is  well  put  in— if  I  can.  What 
about  you  watching  with  me?” 

“I  should  like  to.” 

“And  I  should  like  to  have  you.” 


“It  would  be  impossible  to-night.  I  have  an  engage¬ 
ment.  I  can  give  you  a  good  man,  though.” 

“Ho;  I  think  I’ll  go  it  alone.  I  don’t  want  to  mix  up 
with  any  of  your  people  after  what  I  have  seen.” 

They  got  into  the  runabout  and  drove  back  to  the  office. 

The  superintendent  invited  Old  King  Brady  to\take 
supper  with  him  at  his  house,  which  he  did. 

At  eight  o’clock  the  old  detective  started  to  walk 
around  the  cemetery. 

He  met  the  watchman  making  his  rounds,  but  did  not „ 
speak  to  him. 

When  he  got  opposite  the  Ryan  lot  Old  King  Brady 
could  see  the  stake  through  the  bars  of  the  high  iron 
fence  very  plainly. 

There  were  no  houses  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street 
here. 

Soinewhat  further  along  to  the  north  there  were  two 
frame  dwellings. 

A  little  to  the  south  were  five  new  brick  dwellings, 
which  had  been  run  up,  roofed  in,  and  then  abandoned  by 
the  builder,  to  all  appearance. 

Hothing  could  have  served  Old  King  Brady’s  purpose 
better  for  these  new  buildings  offered  an  excellent  hiding 
place. 

Old  King  Brady  then  left  the  neighborhood,  going  to  a 
saloon  on  the  other  side  of  the  swing  bridge  which  crosses 
Hewtown  Creek  at  Meeker  avenue. 

Here  he  sat  in  a  corner  of  the  bar-room  until  eleven 
o’clock,  pretending  to  read  the  paper  and  doze. 

He  then  got  up  and  passing  out  returned  to  the  new- 
brick  dwellings. 

As  he  walked  up  the  steep  hill  on  the  south  side  of  Cal¬ 
vary  he  saw  no  one. 

The  neighborhood  was  a  lonely  one,  and  is  considered 
dangerous. 

It  has  been  the  scene  of  hold-ups  and  murders,  so  natu¬ 
rally  the  old  detective  kept  a  sharp  eye  out. 

Rounding  the  fence  he  had  another  look  at  the  stake. 

The  watchman  was  still  invisible  when  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  took  up  his  quarters  in  one  of  the  unfinished  houses. 

And  here  Old  King  Brady  remained  on  the  watch  until 
nearly  one  o’clock. 

Hever  once  did  the  watchman  pass  his  line  of  vision. 

That  an  investigation  was  needed  in  the  inside  work¬ 
ings  of  the  cemetery  force  was  plain  enough. 

Meanwhile  the  old  detective  had  affected  one  of  his 
marvelous  changes. 

He  looked  now  like  an  old,  broken-down  sport,  and  yet 
he  had  not  found  it  necessary  to  go  outside  of  the  re¬ 
sources  of  that  wonderful  old  blue  coat  to  accomplish  it 
all. 

At  half-past  one  Old  King  Brady  heard  a  wagon  coming 
up  the  hill  on  the  south  side  of  the  cemetery. 

Was  there  to  be  something  doing  at  last? 

He  waited  in  breathless  expectation. 

At  last  an  ordinary  milk  wagon  appeared  with  cans  in 
front. 
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The  old  detective  1‘elt  that  he  had  been  deceived  by 
his  hopes. 

But  no! 

The  wagon  stopped  just  opposite  where  the  glowing 
stake  could  still  be  seen  through  the  palings. 

A  man  got  out  and  advanced  to  the  fence. 

He  was  a  short,  sturdy  looking  fellow,  roughly  dressed. 

He  peered  between  the  palings,  and  looked  up  and 
down  the  street. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  heard  him  give  a  low  whistle, 
which  was  three  times  repeated. 

Then  he  returned  and  stood  by  the  wagon.  A  wait  of 
at  least  ten  minutes  followed. 

Suddenly  the  man  walked  over  to  the  fence,  and  Old 
King  Brady  coidd  see  that  behind  it  was  another  man. 

They  talked  briefly,  and  then  a  ladder  was  lifted  over 
the  fence. 

Old  King  Brady  got  out  his  night-glass,  and  tried  to 
catch  the  features  of  the  man  who  was  doing  the  ladder 
act,  but  it  proved  to  be  impossible. 

The  outside  man  placed  the  ladder,  and  turning  to  tlie 
wagon  said  something  which  Old  King  Brady  could  not 
catch. 

Then  a  young  man  got  out  of  the  wagon,  and  stood  by 
the  horse’s  head. 

The  other  placed  the  ladder  and  climbed  over  the  fence, 
disappearing  from  view  among  the  graves. 

Apparently  there  were  only  the  two  on  the  outside  to 
deal  with.  When  the  milk  wagon  passed  him  Old  King 
Brady  had  only  seen  one. 

And  the  old  detective  now  prepared  to  put  into  execu¬ 
tion  a  bold  scheme  which  he  had  conceived  earlier  in  the 
evening. 

Thus  far  everything  seemed  to  have  combined  to  favor 
its  execution. 

How  it  worked  out  will  be  shown  in  the  next  chapter. 


N 

CHAPTER  Y.  ' 

i 

OLD  KING  BRADY  TURNS  BODY-SNATCHER. 

I 

Old  King  Brady  waited  fifteen  minutes,  and  then, 
watching  his  chance  while  the  fellow  by  the  horse  was 
looking  the  other  way,  he  skipped  across  the  street,  and 
came  up  behind  the  milk  wagon. 

He  could  now  see  that  he  had  a  mere  boy  to  deal  with, 
which  was  so  much  the  better  for  his  plans. 

Five  minutes  more  passed. 

Then  the  watcher  went  to  the  fence  and  stood  peering 
between  the  palings. 

Tt  was  Old  King  Brady’s  chance,  and  he  availed  himself 
of  it  with  all  the  noiselessness  of  a  cat. 

Before  Mr.  Watcher  knew  where  he  was  at  a  strong 
hand  was  clapped  over  his  mouth,  and  his  head  was  pull¬ 
ed  back. 


He  gave  one  smothered  cry,  and  tried  to  show  fight. 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  too  many  for  him. 

He  jammed  a  handkerchief  into  his  mouth,  and  slipped 
on  the  handcuffs. 

Then  seizing  his  victim  by  the  arm  he  hurried  him 
across  to  the  new  buildings. 

Here  he  backed  him  up  against  the  wall,  and  thrusting 
a  revolver  into  his  face  he  began  to  question  him. 

He  soon  discovered  that  the  fellow  was  little  more  than 
half-witted.  ^ 

He  said  that  his  name  was  Tom  Gilligan,  and  that  he 
had  been  picked  up  on  the  ash-dumps  by  the  man  who  had 
gone  into  the  cemetery  as  a  helper. 

He  declared  that  he  did  not  know  the  man,  that  he  had 
never  even  seen  him  before,  and  that  was  all  the  old  de¬ 
tective  could  get  out  of  him. 

In  the  end  he  began  to  cry  and  whine,  and  beg  the 
detective  to  let  up  on  him. 

“I’ll  do  it  on  one  condition,  Gilligan,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  “for  I’m  satisfied  you  are  telling  me  the  truth.  Do 
you  know  where  the  Grand  street  police  station  is?” 

“Sure.” 

“Then  you  jump  into  that  wagon  and  drive  to  the  sta¬ 
tion,  and  report  just  what  has  happened  here  to-night.” 

“I  can’t  do  it  wit  de  handcuffs,  boss.” 

“I’ll  take  them  off.  If  you  attempt  any  funny  business 
or  make  a  cry  I’ll  shoot  you  dead!” 

“I’ll  be  good,  sure,  but  dey’ll  arrest  me  at  the  station.” 

“Probably  they  will,  but  you  tell  them  Old  King  Brady 
sent  you.  Some  time  during  the  morning  I  shall  see  that 
you  are  released,  and  you  will  be  well  paid  for  your  trouble 
into  the  bargain.  Is  it  a  go?” 

“Yes.  I’ll  go  yer,”  said  the  lad.  “He  never  gimme 
nuffin,  an’  I  don't  suppose  dere’s  any  show  to  get  de  cash 
from  him  now.” 

“Not  the  least.  Now,  mind,  it’s  a  bullet  for  yours  if 
you  fake.” 

Old  King  Brady  removed  the  handcuffs,  and  followed 
the  boy  across  the  street  to  the  wagon.  Gilligan  jumped 
in,  seized  the  reins,  and  drove  away,  but  not  until  Old 
King  Brady  had  taken  the  name  and  address  on  the 
wagon. 

It  was  J.  Simons,  No.  —  Division  street,  New  York. 

The  instant  the  wagon  started  the  old  detective  crouch¬ 
ed  down  and  ran  rapidly  back  to  the  new  buildings. 

He  expected  a  commotion  on  the  other  side  of  the  ceme¬ 
tery  fence,  and  in  a  moment  it  came. 

The  two  men  came  running  up  to  the  palings. 

The  old  detective  could  hear  them  talking  excitedly. 

The  ladder  was  on  their  side,  and  the  man  who  had 
been  in  the  milk  wagon  now  started  to  climb  it. 

As  he  did  so  Old  King  Brady  suddenlv  came  shuffling 
out  into  full  view. 

It  was  taking  terrible  chances. 

This  was  proved  when  the  fellow,  drawing  a  revolver, 
ordered  him  to  halt  if  he  valued  his  life. 

“Oh,  say,  now.  don't  put  a  bullet  into  an  old  hum  like 
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me,"  whined  the  old  detective.  “I'd  never  give  yer  away. 
On'y  reason  1  come  out  was  because  1  seen  yer  pal  beat  it, 
an'  I  tought  yer  might  gimme  a  bone  if  I  helped  yer  out 
on  yer  job — see?” 

The  man  on  the  fence  hesitated. 

"Come  over  here,”  he  said  after  a  moment  of  silence. 
“1  want  to  have  a  look  at  yer.  Mebbe  I’ll  take  yer  at  yer 
word.” 

Old  King  Brady  shuffled  across  the  street,  and  stood 
within  a  few  feet  of  the  revolver. 

The  other  man  behind  the  fence  now  flashed  a  dark 
lantern  on  Old  King  Brady,  muttering  something  in  a 
foreign  language. 

It  was  easy  now  to  recognize  the  Polish  workman  who 
had  watched  him  in  the  cemetery  earlier  in  the  evening. 

“What’s  yer  name?”  demanded  the  man  at  the  top  of 
the  ladder. 

“Jim  Dunn,”  was  the  reply. 

“Do  you  belong  around  here?” 

“No.  Pm  just  tramping  it.  I  hain’t  got  no  home.” 

“What  made  that  feller  chase  out?” 

“Dunno.  I  was  watching  him.” 

“From  where?” 

“From  dose  new  buildings  acrost  de  way.  I  was  asleep 
in  dere  when  your  whistle  woke  me  up.” 

“Well,  go  on.” 

“I  was  jest  goin’  to  say  dat  I  seen  him  lookin’  inter  de 
graveyard  when  all  at  once  he  turned  around,  jumped  into 
de  wagon,  and  drove  off.  Dat’s  all  I  know.” 

“The  snoozer!  Just  let  him  wait!  If  ever  I  lay  hands 
on  him  he’ll  regret  it,  all  right,  and  you  bet  yer  life  I’ll 
get  him  yet.”  ( 

“Is  it  a  go,  or  do  I  light  out.  Course  I  know  what 
youse  is  up  to,  but  you  can  trust  me.” 

“Are  you  strong  enough  to  help  carry  a  stiff?” 

“Sure  I  am,  if  it  hain’t  too  far.” 

“It  will  be  till  we  can  get  a  wagon  somewheres,  and 
dat  I’ve  gotter  have  if  I  have  to  do  someone  to  get  it.” 

“I’m  wit  yer  if  ye’ll  pay  enough.” 

“I’ll  stake  yer  a  five-spot.” 

“It’s  too  blame  little,  considering  de  risk.  All  de  same 
I’ll  go  yer.” 

“Well,  den  it’s  a  bargain;  but  look  here,  old  manU* 

“Well?” 

“I'm  one  of  de  eat-’em-up-alive  kind,  I  am.  You’re  as 
good  as  dead  if  you  try  to  give  me  de  double-cross — see?” 

“Don’t  you  fear  me.  Shall  I  come  over?” 

“Nixy.  Stop  where  you  are.” 

“Shall  I  holler  if  I  see  de  watchman  coming?” 

“Dere’ll  be  no  watchman  coming.  But  you  may  whistle 
if  you  see  a  cop.” 

“I  can’t  whistle.  Hain’t  got  teeth  enough.” 

“Pound  on  de  fence  wit  a  stone,  den.  Mind  yourself 

now!” 

The  speaker  descended  the  ladder,  and  with  the  Polish 
j/r,v. '-digger  went  back  among  the  tornbs. 


They  were  gone  but  a  short  time  when  they  came  back 
lugging  something  heavy  in  a  big  bag. 

That  it  was  the  body  of  the  dead  Byan  Old  King  Brady 
could  not  doubt. 

A  rope  was  tied  about  the  bag,  and  the  man  from  the 
milk  wagon,  ascending  the  ladder,  took  a  turn  with  his 
rope  around  one  of  the  palings  and  managed  to  draw  the 
thing  up. 

He  was  a  young  man,  and  he  exhibited  great  strength. 

Unaided  he  managed  to  pass  the  bag  over  the  fence  and 
lowered  it  down,  Old  King  Brady  receiving  it  when  it 
came  within  his  reach. 

Standing  on  the  fence,  the  man  passed  the  ladder  over, 
and  descended. 

He  then  put  the  ladder  back  over  the  fence,  and  having 
pushed  money  to  the  Pollack  between  the  palings,  the 
latter  went  away. 

x\nd  still  no  sign  of  the  watchman,  nor  of  a  policeman, 
either,  for  that  matter. 

But  in  that  lonely  region  behind  Calvary  Cemetery  the 
latter  is  something  seldom  seen. 

“Now  help  me  to  get  de  stiff  into  dem  new  buildings, 
and  we’ll  look  for  a  wagon,”  said  the  man. 

“All  right,  boss,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “But  what 
am  I  goin’  ter  call  yer?  I  s’pose  it’s  better  to  have  a 
name.” 

“Call  me  Ike.” 

“Correct.  Ketch  holt!” 

They  raised  the  bag  between  them,  and  carri  4  it  across 
the  street,  depositing  it  in  the  back  basement  hall  of  one 
of  the  new  buildings. 

“Now  for  de  -wagon,”  said  Ike.  “You  come  wit  me.” 

Old  King  Brady  wondered  what  his  scheme  was. 

He  resolved  not  to  interfere  in  anything  short  of  mur¬ 
der.  ' 

Ike  appeared  to  know  the  neighborhood,  and  to  have 
some  definite  plan  in  his  head. 

He  struck  off  in  the  direction  of  Maspeth. 

The  region  was  half  city,  half  country;  here  and  there  a 
block  of  new  houses,  here  and  there  a  farm. 

It  was  now  between  two  and  three  in  the  morning,  just 
the  time  when  the  milkmen  of  the  region  begin  to  get 
busy. 

In  old  times  there  were  dozens  of  dairies  in  this  section 
of  what  is  now  Greater  New  York. 

A  few  still  survive,  and  Ike  appeared  to  know  just 
where  to  put  his  hand  on  one. 

Soon  they  came  to  an  old-fashioned  farmhouse  with  its 
harns,  corn-crib,  and  other  out-buildings  attached. 

There  was  a  light  in  the  barn,  and  a  milk  wagon  with  a 
good  horse  harnessed  to  it  was  standing  in  the  lane. 

There  were  big  milk  cans  in  the  front  of  the  wagon. 

A  man  and  a  boy  were  at  an  old-fashioned  pump  in  the 
barnyard  working  with  other  cans,  but  whether  they  were 
washing  them  or  pumping  water  into  them  to  mix  with 
the  milk  Old  King  Brady  could  not  tell. 
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“Cheese  it,”  whispered  Ike,  laying  a  hand  on  Old  King 
Brady’s  arm.  “Dis  is  de  outfit,  if  we  can  only  get  it/’ 

“You  must  be  quick  if  you  are  going  to  do  business. 
They  are  about  ready  to  start,”  was  the  reply. 

“I  see.  Wait  a  second.  One  has  to  tink.  If  we  both  go 
down  de  lane  one  of  us  will  be  seen,  surest  ting.  If  I  go 
alone  I’ll  have  to  stop  fer  you  to  get  in  wit  dem  chasin’ 
us.  If  you  go  I  kin  jump  on.  Tink  you  can  manage  it 

alone  ?” 

“Certainly  I  can.  Don’t  you  doubt  it.” 

“Well,  den,  go  ahead.  It’s  up  to  you.”  A 

Ike  drew  his  revolver. 

Old  King  Brady  felt'  that  it  was  ready  for  the  milkman 
or  the  boy  in  case  they  became  too  strenuous. 

“I  must  make  no  miss  of  it,”  he  said  to  himself.  “I’m 
afraid  there  will  be  some  disappointed  milk  customers  this 
a.  m.;  as  far  as  the  milkman  is  concerned,  I  can  square  up 
with  him  later  on.” 

He  bent  low  and  crept  down  the  lane. 

Ike  little  guessed  that  he  had  despatched  on  this  haz¬ 
ardous  errand  the  one  man  of  all  others  most  likely  to 
succeed. 

A  moment  later  and  the  milk-wagon  caine  flying  out  of 
the  lane,  with  a  yelling  boy  in  hot  pursuit,  and  the  owner 
at  his  heels. 

Ike  was  right  on  the  job. 

He  swung  onto  ^he  step  and  seized  the' reins. 

“Well  done,  old  man,”  he  cried.  “You’re  a  peach! 
Dis  is  all  to  de  good.” 

He  lashed  the  horse  into  a  run,  and  they  had  soon  dis¬ 
tanced  man  and  boy. 

“What’s  de  name  on  de  wagon?  Did  you  ketch  on?” 
demanded  Ike. 

“Dempsey — J.  Dempsey,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Den  we  must  double  on  Dempsey,  or  he’ll  ketch  up  wit 
us  when  we  stop.” 

So  Ike  headed  for  Blissville,  which  as  much  as  said  that 
he  intended  to  make  for  Hunter’s  Point. 

When  they  reached  the  Calvary  fence  they  turned  and 
drove  at  top  speed  to  the  new  buildings. 

Ike  drove  directly  into  the  lot  alongside,  so  that  Demp¬ 
sey  could  not  see  the  wagon  if  he  looked  down  the  street. 

He  and  Old  King  Brady  then  loaded  on  their  grew- 
some  burden,  and  at  once  started  for  the  Meeker  avenue 
bridge. 

Doubtless  Dempsey  was  then  chasing  to  the  Penny 
Bridge,  for  they  saw  nothing  of  him. 

Ike  drove  straight  to  the  Greenpoint  Ferry,  and  crossed 
to  the  foot  of  East  10th  street. 

Once  it  became  certain  that  they  had  doubled  on  Demp¬ 
sey  he  had  very  little  to  say  to  Old  King  Brady. 

They  drove  through  to  Third  Avenue,  and  then  struck 
down  the  Bowery. 

No  one  challenged  them. 

The  appearance  of  a  milk  wagon  in  New  York  streets 
•  in  the  early  morning  hours  is  altogether  too  common  to 
cause  remark. 


Naturally  the  old  detective  was  most  curious  as  to  their 
destination. 

After  they  had  crossed  Grand  street  Ike  woke  up,  and 
speaking  for  the  first  time  since  they  left  the  ferry,  said : 

“Say,  you’ve  done  me  a  blame  good  turn  to-night.” 

“Glad  I  had  the  chance,”  was  the  reply. 

“Yair.  S’pose  you  want  yer  five?” 

“Time  enough.” 

“Where  are  you  strikin’  fer  when  yer  leave  me?” 

“No  place  in  particular.  I’m  jest  bumming  about 
dese  days.” 

“I  suppose  so.  Well,  say,  you  must  be  hungry.  Got  any 
place  to  get  yer  breakfast?” 

“None  in*  particular.” 

“Den  you’d  better  come  wit  me.  De  party  what  receives 
dese  goods  keeps  a  saloon.  He’ll  give  yer  all  you  want  to 
eat  and  drink.  Does  dat  go?” 

The  fellow  seemed  to  have  perfect  confidence  in  him. 

Old  King  Brady  determined  to  pursue  this  adventure 
a  little  further. 

“Sure,  it  will  suit  me,”  he  said. 

“All  right,  den,”  replied  Ike.  “I’ll  fix  yer  off.  Dis 
business  runs  right  along.  Mebbe  you  an’  me  can  pull  to¬ 
gether  for  a  while.  I’ve  been  wanting  a  good  live  partner 
dis  long  time,  so  dat  de  dump-rat  welched  on  me  is  all  to 
de  good.” 

They  had  now  reached  Chatham  Square,  and  Ike,  giv¬ 
ing  the  rein  a  yank,  pulled  around  into  Worth  street. 

In  a  few  moments  they  were  at  the  Five  Points. 

The  place  where  Ike  finally  drew  rein  was  in  front  of  a 
saloon  next  door  to  the  House  of  Skulls. 

Ike  got  out  and  rapped  on  the  door,  after  looking  warily 
up  and  down  the  street. 

It  was  promptly  opened  by  a  tough-looking  man. 

A  few  words  were  exchanged,  and  then  Ike,  returning 
to  the  wagon,  directed  Old  King  Brady  to  help  him  cany 
in  the  bag. 

Ike  soon  came  out  again,  and  jumping  into  the  stolen 
milk  wagon,  drove  away. 

At  six  o’clock  the  saloon  opened  for  business. 

But  as  the  hours  passed,  and  the  Five  Points  awoke  to 
its  usual  activity,  Old  King  Brady  did  not  appear. 


CHAPTEP  AH. 

THE  REVELATIONS  OF  YOUNG  WILTSHIRE. 

And  this  was  one  of  the  times  when  Old  Kin<*  Brady 

c  %  * 

the  detective,  turned  up  a  mystery  on  his  own  account. 

We  have  related  his  adventure  with  the  bodv-snatchors. 
we  have  followed  him  to  the  door  of  the  saloon  adjoining 
the  House  of  Skulls. 

Thus  the  reader  knows  the  beginning  of  the  mvstorv. 
It  was  more  than  Harrv  and  Alice  knew  for  davs  to 
come. 
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A  week  passed  and  nothing  was  heard  of  the  old  detec- 
live. 

His  partners  had  exhausted  every  effort  to  find  him. 

They  came  to  believe  him  dead. 

As  a  last  resort  Harry  caused  the  general  police  alarm 
to  be  sent  out,  but  even  this  did  no  good. 

The  last  they  could  learn  of  his  movements  was  from 
the  superintendent  of  Calvary  Cemetery. 

This  gentleman  reported  Old  King  Brady’s  visit,  and 
his  expressed  intention  to  watch  the  grave  of  young  Ryan 
outside  the  fence. 

That  the  grave  was  found  open  and  the  body  gone  next 
morning  was  not  encouraging. 

The  milk  wagon  placed  in  charge  of  the  boy  was  found 
deserted  in  Greenpoint. 

The  dump-rat  never  went  to  the  station — Old  King 
Brady  never  supposed  he  would,  but  merely  wanted  to  get 
rid  of  him — so  nothing  was  learned  o'f  the  old  detective 
from  that  source. 

When  the  last  effort  had  been  made  to  find  him  Harry 
was  reluctantly  forced  to  the  conclusion  that  Old  King 
Brady  had  fallen  prey  to  the  body  snatchers.  ' 

It  looked  as  if  the  remarkable  career  of  the  old  detective 
had  come  to  an  end  at  last. 

But  Young  King  Brady  was  not  one  of  the  kind  to  sit 
down  and  cry  over  what  could  not  be  helped. 

Having  done  all  he  could,  he  went  on  with  the  business 
of  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau. 

The  Nolan  case  was  abandoned,  and  the  rich  politician 
placed  it  in  the  hands  of  other  detectives,  who  did  noth¬ 
ing  but  run  up  expenses  for  him. 

The  Wiltshire  case,  however,  cropped  up  again  about 
a  week  after  Old  King  Brady’s  disappearance. 

The  beginning  was  a  telephone  message  received  from 
'  the  Hudson  street  hospital  saying  that  young  Wiltshire 
had  recovered  his  senses,  and  although  very  weak  and 
much  reduced,  was  now  able  to  talk. 

Harry  got  right  over  to  the  hospital. 

He  found  Young  Willshire  braced  up  in  bed,  but  so  re¬ 
duced  in  flesh  that  he  scarcely  would  have  known  him. 

“You  are  Mr.  Brady,  the  detective  my  father  wrote  me 
about?”  he  asked. 

“That’s  right,”  replied  Harry. 

“You  are  a  younger  man  than  I  suppose  you  were.  You 
cannot  be  Old  King  Brady.”  0 

“I  am  his  partner.  They  call  me  Young  King  Brady.” 

“I  expected  to  see  Old  King  Brady.'  Is  it  not  possible 
for  him  to  come  here?” 

“He  is  away  just  now.  If  you  will  trust  me  I  think  you 
will  find  it  all  right.” 

“I  suppose  I  shall  have  to.  I  have  had  a  horrible  ex¬ 
perience.  I  want  to  be  revenged  on  that  dreadful  man.” 

“What  man  ?” 

“The  man  who  robbed  me  of  mv  coins,  who  was  going  to 
boil  me  to  get  my  bones.  At  least  that  is  what  he  said 
he  was  going  to  do,  and  I  believe  he  meant  it,  too.” 

“Mr.  Willshire,”  said  Harry,  “we  detectives  have 
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peculiar  ways  of  our  own  of  getting  at  facts.  If  you 
will  just  answer  my  questions,  and  let  me  jot  down  your 
answers  in  shorthand,  that  will  be  the  best.  Then  I  can 
make  up  my*  case  from  my  notes,  and  get  right  to  work. 
It  will  save  time  for  me,  and  fatigue  for  you,  and  will 
be v the  best  all  around.” 

“I’ll  do  it  any  way  you  say,”  was  the  reply. 

Harry  got  out  his  note-book. 

“We  will  begin  at  the  beginning,”  he  said.  “You  help¬ 
ed  yourself  to  your  father’s  cash,  and  packing  up  your 
old  coins,  started  for  New  York.  What  became  of  the' 
cash?  That  is  the  most  important  point.” 

“I  lost  it  in  a  hotel  at  Pittsburg.  I  was  fool  enough  to 
take  up  with  a  young  fellow  I  met  on  the  train  coming 
from  Cincinnati.  We  took  a  room  together.  In  the  night 
he  chloroformed  hie,  and  when  I  woke  up  he  was  gone,  and 
the  money  with  him.” 

“And  the  coins?  I  understand  that  you  were  quite  a 
collector,  and  had  a  good  many  old  American  pieces  of 
real  value.” 

“That’s  right.  So  I  had.  I  got  the  best  from  an  uncle- 
of  mine  who  is  dead.  We  both  collected.  He  left  me  his 
collection.  I  intended  to  sell  it  to  a  dealer  in  New  York 
whom  I  corresponded  with.  No,  that  miserable  thief  did 
not  get  my  coins.” 

“How  was  that?” 

“'They  were  heavy.  I  had  them  in  a  dress-suit  case.  1 
left  it  in  charge  of  the  hotel  clerk.  I  thought  that  the 
safer  way.” 

“Pity  you  did  not  leave  the  money  with  him.  too.” 

“I  am  going  to  be  perfectly  frank  with  you,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“It  will  be  best.  Your  father  does  not  intend  to  prose¬ 
cute  you.  He  is  perfectly  willing  to  forgive.” 

“Oh,  I  know.  He  has  written  me.  I  have  been  all  over 
his  letter  since  I  began  to  get  better.  I  was  afraid  to 
leave  the  money  with  the  hotel  clerk.  I  had  sewed  the 
bills  in  the  lining  of  my  coat,  but  the  thief  got  them  all 
just  the  same.” 

“Then  you  came  on  to  New  York?” 

“Yes,  and  on  the  train  I  was  fool  enough  to  pick  up  an¬ 
other  stranger.  He  sat  down  in  the  seat  with  me,  and  we 
got  to  talking  coins.  He  told  me  that  he  was  a  collector. 
He  showed  me  some  beautiful  American  pattern  pieces, 
and  I  showed  him  some  that  I  had.” 

When  young  Willshire’s  confession  had  reached  this 
stage  Harry  began  to  sit  up  and  pay  attention. 

The  Secret  Service  orders  to  look  up  the  counterfeiters 
of  the  mint  pattern  coinage  had  been  almost  forgotten 
in  the  calamity  which  followed  Old  King  Brady’s  prelimi¬ 
nary  work  on  the  Nolan  case. 

As  it  happened  Harry  had  undertaken  the  case  of  the 
pattern  coins  brought  to  the  bureau  by  Commissioner 
Clemens,  and  he  now  produced  them. 

“Anything  like  these?”  he  asked. 

“Just  that  very  kind!”  cried  Willshire,  excitedly.  “He 
had  a  pocket  full.” 

“Did  this  man  give  you  his  name?” 
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“Yes.  1,  like  a  fool,  told  him  that  I  had  been  corre¬ 
sponding  with  Mr.  Young,  the  New  Yrork  old  coin  dealer. 
He  told  me  that  he  was  Y^oung,  and  pretended  to  know 
me.” 

“Then  again  like  a  fool  you  told  him  that  you  had  a 
dress-suit  case  full  of  old  coins.” 

“That’s  what  I  did.  He  said  he  had  been  to  Philadel¬ 
phia  on  business,  and  that  if  I  wished  I  could  come  with 
him  to  his  house  and  stop  over  night;  that  he  would  look 
over  my  coins  and  pay  me  cash  for  them.  That’s  the 
time  I  got  nipped  again.  Oh,  New  Yrork  is  a  dreadful 
place.  If  I  ever  get  well  I  want  to  get  right  out  of  it.  I 
never  want  to  see  it  again.” 

“And  you  went  with  him?”  inquired  Young  King 
Brady,  bringing  Willshire  back  to  the  point. 

“Yres;  I  might  have  known  what  to  expect.  It  was 
the  shabbiest  little  old  house  in  a  dreadful  street,  but  he 
told  me  rents  were  so  high  in  New  York  that  he  was  forced 
to  live  there.” 

“Was  it  a  little  frame  house  between  two  high  brick 
ones?”  x 

“Yes.” 

“YY>u  went  up  a  high  stoop  turned  sideways  to  the  street 
in  order  to  get  to  the  front  door?” 

“Yes,  yes!  Do  you  know  the  place?” 

“Wait!  We  are  getting  there,  and  don’t  you  get  ex¬ 
cited.  Did  this  man  have  the  St.  Vitus’s  dance?” 

“He  did!  He  had  it  dreadfully.  He  kept  throwing 
his  head  up  in  the  air.  Do  you  know  him,  then?” 

“Yes,  I  know  him.  Now  keep  cool.  What  happened  in 
the  house?” 

“Well,  we  had  supper  with  his  wife,  a  horrible  old  wo¬ 
man,  and  then  he  agreed  to  buy  my  coins,  and  to  pay  me 
a  big  price.” 

“He  did  not  give  you  the  money,  however?” 

“No;  he  said  that  he  kept  his  money  in  the  bank,  and 
that  we  would  go  there  in  the  morning  and  get  it.  Then 
I  went  to  bed  in  a  dirty  little  room.” 

“And  the  coins?” 

“Oh,  he  took  charge  of  the  coins.  Don’t  look  at  me  that 
way,  Mr.  Brady.  I  know  I’m  the  biggest  fool  ever.” 

“It’s  all  right.  Keep  cool.  What  happened  next?” 

“Why,  they  drugged  me  in  the  night.  They  robbed  me 
of  my  clothes.  All  the  next  day  they  kept  me  locked  in 
the  room.  At  night  some  time — I  lost  the  run  of  time— 
I  was  taken  upstairs  into  a  big  room  which  was  all  hung 
around  with  skulls.  He  made  me  take  each  one  down  and 
wash  it,  and  put  it  back  again.  He  seemed  to  be  quite 
crazy.  I  never  saw  a  man  talk  and  act  so.  He  told  me 
that  he  supplied  skeletons  to  doctors,  and  that  he  was 
going  to  kill  me  and  sell  mine.  He  showed  me  a  horrible 
tank  in  which  he  said  I  was  to  be  boiled  alive.  It  nearlv 
drove  me  mad.” 

“And  no  wonder.  Did  you  see  nobody  else  besides  this 
man  and  woman?” 

“Yes;  there  was  a  young  man  they  called  Ike  coming 


and  going.  He  was  a  rough  fellow,  and  I  was  terribly 
afraid  of  him.  I  saw  no  one  else.” 

“And  what  else?” 

“  Well,  there  was  nothing  else,  Mr.  Brady,  except  that  I 
broke  away  that  night.  My  window  was  nailed  down.  It 
looked  out  on  a  little  courtyard.  I  broke  the  glass  and 
crawled  through,  cutting  myself  terribly.  Then  I  sneaked 
through  a  hallway  and  ran  for  my  life.  That’s  about  all  I 
remember  until  I  found  myself  in  this  place.” 

And  this  was  all  there  was  of  the  revelations  of  young 
Willshire  which  has  any  important  bearing  on  our  story. 

To  Y'oung  King  Brady  its  interest  was  enormous. 

He  now  saw  that  Old  King  Brady  must  have  run  up 
against  the  resurrectionist  outfit  controlled  by  Sandy 
Look-up. 

/ 

His  way  was  clear. 

He  felt  that  he  was  up  against  the  House  of  Skulls. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  OLD  KING  BRADY. 

And  still  Old  King  Brady  did  not  put  in  an  appearance. 

Harry  had  made  a  practice  of  telephoning  the  office 
every  hour  or  so  to  see  if  there  was  any  news. 

This  time  he  went  there  in  the  vain  hope  of  finding 
his  partner  in  his  accustomed  place. 

There  was  no  such  luck. 

Alice  was  on  hand,  however,  and  she  listened  with  in¬ 
tense  interest  as  Harry  read  from  his  shorthand  notes. 

“It  looks  as  though  Old  King  Brady  had  been  caught 
in  the  House  of  Skulls,”  she  said  when  he  finished. 

“It  certainly  does,”  was  the  reply.  “We  must  arrange 
to  move  on  the  place  at  once.” 

“You  say  fwe,’  so  I  suppose  you  are  not  going  to  make 
your  usual  kick  about  me  going  into  danger.” 

“I  have  given  it  up.  Y"ou  are  determined  to  go.  I  can 
read  it  in  your  face.” 

“I  certainly  am,  Harry.  Of  course,  we  had  never 
dreamed  of  any  connection  between  the  Nolan  case,  and 
that  of  young  Willshire,  but  this  confession  makes  all 
plain.”  *  v;| 

Harry  paced  the  floor  in  silence. 

“If  the  Governor  really  did  fall  a  victim  to  that  gang 
somebody  has  got  to  suffer  for  it!”  he  exclaimed  at  last. 

“We  must  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  prove  the  truth 
one  way  or  the  other.  He  may  only  be  held  a  prisoner 
there,  you  know.” 

“Right.  Not  a  moment  must  be  lost.  If  I  could  only 
think  how  to  get  at  them.” 

“Old  coins!” 

“By  gracious,  Alice,  you  are  right.  I  am  so  rattled 
over  Old  King  Brady’s  disappearance  that  I  lost  sight  of 
the  fact  that  not  only  the  Willshire  case,  but  that  of  the 
Secret  Service  Bureau  dovetail  with  the  Nolan  ease.  I 
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'v this  man  Young,  the  coin-dealer,  and  lind  out 
\\  hat  joints  I  can  pick  up.” 

“In  the  meantime  I'll  turn  into  a  man  and  engage 
rooms  lor  us  over  the  cigar  store.” 

“Well,  perhaps  it  would  be  best.  But  be  very  cautious.” 

“Don't  you  fret  about  me,  Harry.” 

“I  love  you  far  too  well  not  to  fret  about  you,  Alice.” 

“Well!  At  it  again?” 

“How  can  1  help  it?” 

“There,  there!  Be  good!  Perhaps  if  Mr.  Brady  turns 
up  I  may  consent  to  listen  to  you.  Meanwhile  we  must 
work.” 

So  Alice  dressed  as  a  man,  and  went  downtown. 

Harry  went  up  on  23d  street,  and  called  upon  coin- 
dealer  Young. 

But  before  doing  this  he  satisfied  himself  that  the  man’s 
reputation  was  good. 

He  applied  for  information  in  several  quarters  by  tele¬ 
phone. 

Each  person  he  asked  spoke  in  the  highest  terms  of  Mr. 
Young. 

The  coin-dealer’s  business  was  conducted  in  one  small 

t 

room. 

He  received  Harry,  who  introduced  himself  under  his 
true  name,  very  cordially. 

“So  refreshing  to  have  a  Secret  Service  man  come  here 
and  say  out  frankly  what  he  is,”  he  said.  “Usually  they 
come  around  pretending  that  they  want  to  buy  coins,  and 
trv  to  worm  information  out  of  me.  That  does  not  ap- 
pear  to  be  your  style.” 

“Indeed  it  is  not.  I  want  to  ask  you  a  few  questions. 
If  you  can  answer  them,  well  and  good.  If  not,  frankly 
say  so.” 

“And  the  questions?” 

Harry  produced  his  pattern  half  dollars. 

“Fakes,”  said  Mr.  Young,  without  an  instant’s  hesita¬ 
tion. 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“'Because  there  was  only  one  of  each  variety  of  these 
pattern  pieces  struck.  These  specimens  are  in  the  mint 
collection  at  Philadelphia.  All  outside  of  that  are  fakes. 
There  were  several  seized  by  the  Secret  Service  men  in 
the  recent  Brown  sale.” 

“These  are  the  coins.” 

“I  thought  as  much.  Now,  what  is  it  you  want  to 
know?” 

“Who  is  putting  them  out?  That  is  one  point  I  want  to 
get  at.” 

“Nobody  in  New  York.  Some  dealer  in  the  West  is  be¬ 
hind  the  business.  He  may  have  made  them  and  he  may 
not.  I  have  had  them  offered  to  me  several  times,  but  I 
have  always  refused  to  touch  them.  I  neither  make  fake 
coins  nor  sell  them.  Therefore  I  am  not  in  the  market 

to  buy.” 

4/ 

“And  who  has  offered  them  for  sale?” 

“Well,  I  refused  to  tell  the  Secret  Service  man  who  was 
]a?t  in  here  about  this  matter,  for  he  tried  to  worm  the 


information  out  of  me,  but  I  will  tell  you,  since  you  seem 
to  be  straightforward.  These  coins  or  others  like  them 
were  brought  to  me  by  two  different  parties — one  a  young 
tough  who  claimed  to  have  found  them  in  the  street.  He 
may  have  stolen  them,  or  he  may  have  been  the  represen¬ 
tative  of  the  maker.  The  other  is  an  eccentric  collector, 
who  usually  attends  our  auction  sales,  a  Mr.  McFee.” 

Again  the  man  with  his  head  in  the  air! 

Harry  asked  for  a  description  of  Mr.  McFee,  and  got 
one  of  Sandy  Look-up. 

Everything  seemed  to  be  centering  around  the  House  of 
Skulls. 

From  dealer  Young  Harry  further  learned  that  Mr. 
McFee  was  a  recognized  coin  collector,  and  while  known 
as  an  eccentric,  was  believed  to  have  a  large  personal  col¬ 
lection  of  valuable  old.  coins. 

When  the  conversation  had  reached  this  stage  Young 
King  Brady  took  the  coin-dealer  further  into  his  confi¬ 
dence. 

“Mr.  Young,”  he  said,  “we  have  every  reason  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  this  man  is  a  dangerous  criminal.  We  know 
him  to  be  a  thief,  and  we  believe  him  to  be  a  murderer.  I 
want  to  get  at  him  for  many  reasons.  Could  you,  who 
claim  to  know  him,  give  me  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
him?” 

Dealer  Young  demurred  at  first,  but  finally  consented. 

The  note  was  written,  and  Harry  was  described  as 
Charles  Spencer,  of  Chicago. 

Having  learned  from  Mr.  Young  that  Sandy  Look-up’s 
specialty  in  coin  collecting  was  war  medals,  Harry  bought 
several  fine  specimens  to  use  as  a  bait. 

He  then  returned  to  the  office  to  compare  notes  with 
Alice. 

It  was  not  long  before  she  came  in. 

“Well,  I  have  engaged  two  rooms  on  the  top  floor  over 
the  cigar  store,”  she  said.  “I  pretended  that  I  expected 
my  cousin  to  arrive  in  town  to-night,  and  that  we  wanted 
a  room.  We  are  expected  to  arrive  there  about  ten 
o’clock.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  replied  Harry.  “Did  you  have  any 
trouble?” 

“None  at  all.  I  dealt  with  the  wife  of  the  cigar  man. 
She  was  civil  enough,  and  for  their  kind  the  rooms  are 
not  bad.” 

“Do  they  overlook  the  roof  of  the  House  of  Skulls?” 

“Yes.  The  windows  are  right  on  a  level  with  it.  The 
big  skylight  is  there  just  as  Kelly  described  it.” 

“Is  there  much  space  between  that  house  and  the  House 
of  Skulls  in  the  rear?” 

“They  touch  at  one  point.  Of  course,  I  did  not  go  on 
the  roof,  but  I  should  imagine  that  it  might  be  possible  to 
get  from  it  on  to  the  roof  of  the  House  of  Skulls.” 

“This  is  all  to  the  good.  Alice.  You  go  there  and  take 
possession  of  your  room.  I’ll  try  io  come  in  about  eleven 
o’clock.  Meanwhile,  I  am  going  to  interview  Sandy 
Look-up.” 
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Of  course,  Alice  was  curious  to  know  about  it,  and  Har¬ 
ry  explained. 

“Now  would  be  a  good  time  for  me  to  kick  about  the 
risk,”  said  Alice.  “Dangerous  work,  that.” 

“I  know  it.  Still,  it  has  to  be  done,”  replied  Harry. 

“You  are  right.  Now  that  we  have  a  clew  as  to  what 
happened  to  Old  King  Brady,  there  must  be  no  holding 
back  until  we  have  proved  him  alive  or  dead.” 

They  waited  until  evening,  and  then  Young  King  Brady 
started  for  the  House  of  Skulls. 

He  had  altered  his  appearance  to  a  considerable  ex¬ 
tent. 

His  hat  bore  a  Chicago  label  on  the  inside,  and  he  car¬ 
ried  a  late  Chicago  Tribune  stuck  in  his  pocket. 

He  was  made  up  to  look  older  than  he  actually  was. 

It  had  been  a  hot  day,  and  the  night  was  very  close. 

There  was  the  usual  nightly  crowd  pushing  about  the 
Five  Points,  nearly  all  Italians  now,  whereas  it  used  to  be 
a  rendezvous  for  nearly  every  nation  under  the  sun. 

As  Harry  turned  in  toward  the  House  of  Skulls  he  saw 
the  supposed  proprietor  of  that  grisly  institution  sit¬ 
ting  on  his  doorstep  at  the  top  of  the  high  stoop. 

Sandy  Look-up  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  and  was  smok¬ 
ing  a  pipe. 

Harry  stared  about,  referred  to  a  memorandum-book, 
as  one  would  do  in  trying  to  locate  a  number,  and  then 
slowly  ascended  the  high  stoop. 

Sandy  Look-up  got  his  head  down  out  of  the  air,  and 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  him. 

“Excuse  me,”  said  Harry,  “but  I  was  looking  for  Mr. 
McFee.  Do  you  know  such  a  person  living  about  here?” 

“That’s  me,”  replied  the  man.  “What  do  you  want?” 

“I  understand  you  are  a  coin  collector,  Mr.  McFee.  So 
am  I.  I  have  a  letter  of  introduction  to  you  from  Mr. 
Young.” 

“Have  you?  Young  is  a  crank.” 

“He  struck  me  that  way.” 

“Where  are  you  from?” 

“Chicago.  My  name  is  Charles  Spencer.  Here  is  my 
card.” 

The  Bradys  keep  a  stock  of  visiting  cards  done  in  all 
sorts  of  assumed  names  for  every  prominent  city  in  the 
United  States. 

Sandy  Look-up  glanced  at  the  card  carelessly,  and 
thrust  it  into  his  pocket. 

“What  do  you  collect?”  he  asked. 

Harry,  who  is  not  ignorant  about  old  coins,  sat  down  on 
the  top  step  and  began  to  dilate  on  the  subject  of  his 
specialties. 

He  pretended  that  war  medals  were  his  particular  hob¬ 
by,  and  he  produced  those  he  had  bought  of  dealer  Young. 

Sandy  admired  one  specimen  greatly. 

He  asked  if  it  was  a  duplicate. 

Young  King  Brady  informed  him  that  they  were  all 
duplicates. 

He  asked  if  it  was  for  sale  next. 


Harry  told  him  that  he  never  sold  old  coins,  but  that 
lie  was  willing  to  trade. 

“That’s  the  way  to  collect,  and  it’s  the  only  way,” 
grunted  the  old  man.  “Once  you  begin  selling  there  is  no 
end  to  it.  You  might  as  well  be  a  dealer.  I  never  sell, 
as  Mr.  Young  will  tell  you,  but  I  am  always  willing  to 
trade.” 

Harry  noticed  that  while  the  man  remained  interested 
in  the  coins  he  was  able  to  keep  his  head  in  its  normal 
position,  but  as  soon  as  he  handed  back  the  coin  it  went 
flying  up  again. 

“What  did  you  want  of  me,  anyhow?”  demanded  Sandy 
when  the  conversation  lagged.  “To  see  my  collection?” 

“Yes,  if  I  could.  I  am  a  traveling  man.  I  have  just 
arrived  in  town.  Whenever  I  strike  a  new  place  I  always 
look  up  the  coin  collectors  first  thing.” 

“I  can’t  show  you  my  collection  to-night,”  replied 
Sandy,  “but  maybe  I’ll  do  it  Sunday.  You  see,  I  have  to 
be  almighty  careful.  This  is  a  bad  neighborhood.  If  it 
was  generally  known  that  I  had  coins  in  the  house  my  life 
wouldn’t  be  worth  thirty  cents.” 

“I’ll  look  around  Sunday,”  replied  Harry.  “What 
time?” 

“In  the  afternoon.  Say  three  o’clock.” 

“All  right.  Do  you  think  we  can  make  a  trade  for  my 
war  medals?” 

“How  are  you  on  U.  S.  patterns?” 

‘'Well,  I  only  have  a  few.  They  are  so  awfully  rare 
that  I  have  never  been  able  to  touch  many  of  them.” 

“Your  war  medals  are  not  common.  I  lack  two  of  them 
in  my  collection.  I  have  some  duplicate  pattern  half-dol¬ 
lars  what  I’ll  trade  you  if  we  can  come  to  terms.” 

Just  then  the  horrible  old  woman  described  bv  vounsr 
Willshire  looked  out  of  the  door. 

She  was  very  masculine,  and  her  whole  appearance  was 
most  repulsive. 

Sandy  paid  no  attention  to  her,  and  after  listening  to 
their  talk  for  a  moment  and  finding  that  it  was  upon 
coins,  the  woman  withdrew. 

Harry  still  lingered,  hoping  that  he  would  be  invited 
into  the  house,  but  he  was  not. 

Sandy  maundered  on  like  a  man  who  was  readv  to  talk 
on  his  hobby  all  night. 

How  long  the  interview  might  have  lasted  if  it  had  not 
been  interrupted  it  is  difficult  to  say,  but  at  last  a  tough¬ 
looking  young  man  came  up  the  steps. 

Old  King  Brady  would  have  instantly  recognized  Ike, 
whom  Harry,  of  course,  had  never  seen. 

“Excuse  me,  Mr.  Spencer,  but  I  have  business  with 
this  man,”  said  Sandy  Look-up,  rising. 

Of  course,  that  settled  it. 

There  was  nothing  for  Harry  to  do  but  to  pull  out. 
which  he  immediately  did. 

•  Of  course.  Young  King  Bradv  had  no  notion  of  going  to 
the  room  over  the  cigar  store  attired  as  he  was  then. 

He  went  up  the  Bowery  to  old  Schmitz,  the  costumer's 
place,  and  there  made  a  complete  change.  At  eleven 
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o  clock  he  was  at  the  cigar  store,  where  he  knocked  on  the 
house  door. 

Nobody  answered. 

Harry  opened  the  door,  which  was  unfastened,  and 
went  up  two  flights  of  stairs. 

Here  he  knocked  on  the  door  of  one  of  the  rear  rooms. 

It  was  opened  by  Alice  herself. 

‘‘So  you  have  come,”  she  exclaimed.  "It  has  been 
dreary  work  waiting.” 

Harry  went  in,  and  they  sat  down  to  talk. 

"Your  room  is  next  to  this,”  said  Alice.  “Do  you  want 
to  see  it?” 

“Oh,  there  will  be  time  enough  for  that  later.  What  I 
want  most  of  all  is  to  get  on  the  roof  and  have  a  look  down 
through  that  skylight  if  it  is  a  possible  thing.” 

?  ‘'That  certainly  will  have  to  come  later.  It  is  entirely 

too  early  for  any  such  escapade.  How  did  you  make  out 
with  Sandy  Look-up?” 

Harry  told  of  the  interview. 

“This  is  only  Wednesday,”  said  Alice.  “Sunday  is  en¬ 
tirely  too  long  to  wait.” 

“So  I  think,  and  I  shan’t  wait  for  it.  If  possible  we 
must  get  busy  to-night.” 

They  remained  talking  until  nearly  one  o’clock. 

Then,  as  profound  silence  reigned,  they  stole  out  into 
the  hall. 

Alice  had  already  located  the  scuttle  ladder  in  a  closet, 
and  Harry  climbed  up  and  lifted  the  covers. 

In  a  moment  they  were  on  the  roof. 

Like  many  of  the  older  houses  at  the  Five  Points,  this 
one  was  built  on  an  angle. 

The  roof  was  a  trifle  higher  than  that  of  the  House  of 
Skulls,  which  it  just  touched. 

The  big  skylight  covered  a  sort  of  extension  to  the  other 
building  and  was  built  on  a  slant. 

Harry  lowered  himself  upon  the  other  roof,  and  helped 
Alice  down. 

Light  streamed  through  the  skylight,  but  when  they 
reached  a  point  where  they  could  look  down  upon  it  they 
saw  that  it  was  obscured  by  a  dirty  yellow  curtaqo,  which 
drew  up  like  a  photographer’s  curtain. 

But  the  curtain  was  not  an  exact  fit,  and  the  light 
streamed  through  at  the  point  where  it  joined  the  edge  of 
the  skylight  frame. 

Harry  kneeled  down  on  the  roof  and  fixed  his  eye  at 
the  opening. 

In  an  instant  he  drew  back  with  a  smothered  cry  of  joy. 

“Oh,  Alice!  He  is  alive!  He  is  down  there  among  the 

skulls!” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  TAKES  A  JOB  IN  THE  HOUSE  OF  SKULLS. 

When  Old  King  Brady  and  Ike  got  the  sack  which 
contained  the  corpse  of  young  Ryan  into  the  saloon  the 


sleepy  bartender  who  opened  the  door  for  them  asked 
them  to  have  a  drink. 

“An’  where  did  you  pick  up  dis  old  geezer,  Ike?”  he 
demanded.  “On  de  ash  dumps?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Ike,  unblushingly. 

“An’  he’s  all  right,”  he  added.  “Sure,  he’s  wort  anny 
two  kids.  It’s  all  to  de  good  dat  I  found  him.  He  has 
helped  me  out  wit  de  stiff  ting  fine.” 

“And  what  next  for  his?  Twenty-tree?” 

“Nix.  I’m  introducing  him  to  de  ole  man.” 

The  bartender  grinned. 

“'Shall  I  give  de  signal?”  he  asked. 

“Yep.  We  have  gotter  get  in  wit  de  stiff.” 

The  fellow  pulled  a  bell  behind  the  bar. 

As  no  sound  followed  Old  King  Brady  assumed  that 
the  bell  must  have  rung  in  the  House  of  Skulls. 

At  all  events  out  of  a  back  room  came  Sandy  Look-up 
after  a  few  minutes,  with  his  head  in  the  air. 

He  gave  a  start  at  the  sight  of  Old  King  Brady. 

“Strangers,  Ike?”  he  said,  “What  does  this  mean?” 

“It  means  trouble,”  replied  Ike,  “and  it  means  that  I’ve 
got  a  strange  wagon  on  me  hands  what’s  got  to  be  disposed 
of  right  away.”  • 

“I  seen  that  out  the  window.  How  did  it  happen?” 

Ike  gave  a  graphic  account  of  the  adventures  of  the 
night. 

Sandy  Look-up  did  not  appear  to  be  very  well  satisfied. 

He  growled  about  taking  up  with  strangers,  and  asked 
Old  King  Brady,  all  manner  of  questions. 

These  the  old  detective  parried  as  well  as  he  could. 

The  answers  appeared  to  satisfy  well  enough. 

Ike  and  Sandy  McFee  then  adjourned  to  the  back  room. 

The  bartender  tried  to  force  liquor  upon  the  old  detec¬ 
tive,  but  beyond  the  one  small  drink  which  he  had  taken 
when  he  came  in  Old  King  Brady  would  not  go. 

He  felt  that  his  fate  was  being  discussed  by  Ike  and  the 
Look-up  man. 

Should  he  risk  it  in  this  death-house? 

This  was  what  Old  King  Brady  was  asking  himself. 

Of  course,  he  knew  nothing  of  the  connection  between 
Sandy  and  the  counterfeit  pattern  pieces. 

His  interest  now  was  all  in  the  Willshire-Nolan  cases. 

If  the  body  of  Mrs.  Nolan  could  be  recovered  he  knew 
that  it  would  probably  lead  to  much  business,  owing  to 
the  husband’s  wide  political  connections. 

Then  again'  it  would  secure  the  enormous  political  influ¬ 
ence  of  the  man,  which  at  some  future  time  might  mean 
much  to  the  Brady  Detective  Bureau. 

Old  King  Brady  determined  to  brave  all  risks  and  let 
the  resurrectionists  decide  his  fate. 

At  last  Ike  appeared  alone. 

He  drew  Old  King  Brady  to  one  side,  and  said : 

“Looker  here,  Mr.  Dunn,  I  can  give  you  your  five-spot 
now  if  you  want  it,  or  I  can  make  you  an  offer  which 
might  mean  a  whole  lot  more  to  you  than  just  five  bucks. 
Which  would  you  rather  it  would  be?” 

“What  kind  of  an  offer?  That  will  help  me  to  decide.” 


“A  permanent  job.” 

“In  this  line  of  business?” 

“Yair.  You  seen  dat  old  man  wit  his  head  in  de  air?” 

“Sure.” 

“Well,  he’s  boss.  He’s  got  de  St.  Vitus  ting,  an’  can’t 
help  holding  his  head  dat  way,  but  all  de  same  he’s  a 
blame  good  ole  feller  to  dem  what  uses  him  right.  He 
needs  an  intelligent  man  to  help  him;  I  mean  a  man  wit 
more  education  dan  I’ve  got — see?” 

“An’  what  will  he  pay?” 

“He  gives  you  yer  grub  an’  ten  dollars  a  week — see?” 

“That  sounds  well,  if  he  is  the  right  kind  of  man  to 
work  for.” 

“He’s  all  right  if  you  use  him  right,  like  I  tell  yer.” 

“And  what  am  I  expected  to  do?” 

“Oh,  not  so  much.  Yrou  will  have  to  help  him  clean 
up  de  bone  tings,  you  will  help  me  when  I  go  on  a  job 
so  I  won’t  have  to  pick  up  tramps  no  more.  Den  you 
will  have  to  interview  de  doctors,  I  s’pose,  which  Sandy 
don’t  like  to  do  none  too  well;  on  account  of  de  trouble  wit 
his  head — see?” 

“Well,  I’ll  go  you.” 

“All  right;  come  along.  Help  me  carry  de  stiff  into  his 
house.” 

They  took  hold  of  the  bag  again. 

It  was  carried  into  the  back  room,  and  then  down  into  a 
little  room  partitioned  off  from  the  cellar  by  way  of  a  trap 
door  and  a  steep  stairs. 

From  this  room  they  passed  through  a  secret  door  into 
the  cellar  underneath  Sandy  Look-up’s  house. 

Here  the  place  appeared  to  be  cut  up  into  several  rooms. 

This  one  was  very  small,  and  here  they  left  the  bag 
unopened  and  passed  through  a  secret  trap-door  to  the 
floor  above,  entering  an  apartment  which  appeared  to  serve 
both  as  a  dining-room  and  a  sitting-room. 

Sandy  Look-up  was  there  alone. 

“He  says  he  is  willing  to  he  engaged,  boss,”  said  Ike. 
“I  told  him  what  you  said.  Now  it’s  for  you  two  to  come 
to  terms.” 

Ike  left  then,  and  Old  King  Brady  found  himself  put 
through  a  cross-examination  of  questions  by  Sandy  Look¬ 
up. 

He  was  asked  about  everything  imaginable. 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  ready  with  his  answers,  and 
they  seemed  to  satisfy. 

He  had  struck  in  among  these  people  just  at  the  right 
time,  it  appeared. 

Sandy  Look-up  complained  of  being  in  very  bad  health, 
and  wanted  someone  to  help  him  out. 

The  only  proviso  that  he  made  which  the  old  detective 
did  not  like  was  that  he  should  never  leave  the  house  with¬ 
out  his  express  permission. 

The  arrangements  completed,  the  old  detective  was 
taken  upstairs  and  shown  into  a  small  bedroom,  which  he 
was  told  that  he  could  use  as  his  own. 

“There  will  be  no  hurry  about  getting  up  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,”  said  Sandy.  “You  have  been  at  it  all  night,  and  you 


need  rest.  When  I  want  you  I’ll  let  you  know,  if  you 
want  to  come  out  you  can  ring  this  bell.” 

Having  said  this,  Sandy  immediately  passed  out  of  the 
little  room,  and  locked  the  door  behind  him. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  knew  that  he  was  a  prisoner. 

He  was  not  surprised,  for  he  had  expected  something  of 
the  sort. 

He  tried  the  door,  and  found  that  it  was  made  of  iron. 

There  was  no  window  to  the  room,  the  walls  of  which 
were  unusually  high. 

Nearly  the  whole  ceiling  was  a  skylight. 

The  room  contained  a  dirty  bed,  a  chair  and  table — 
nothing  more. 

Old  King  Brady  undressed  and  went  to  bed. 

He  went  to  sleep,  too,  which  is  more  than  most  men 
would  have  done  under  the  circumstances. 

It  was  hours  before  the  old  detective  got  out  of  that 
room. 

He  did  not  ring  the  bell.  He  thought  he  would  just  let 
things  take  their  own  turn. 

At  last,  around  one  o’clock,  the  door  was  opened,  and 
Sandy  looked  in. 

Old  King  Brady  was  still  in  bed. 

“Have  you  had  sleep  enough?”  demanded  Sandy. 

“Plenty,”  was  the  reply,  “and  now  I  am  ready  for  busi¬ 
ness.” 

“All  right,  then.  I’ll  leave  the  door  unfastened,  and 
when  you  are  dressed  you  may  come  out.” 

But  this  concession  did  not  amount  to  much. 

When  Old  King  Brady  came  out  lie  found  himself 
standing  in  a  narrow  passage,  from  which  opened  four 
doors,  the  one  leading  into  his  room,  the  one  by  which  he 
had  entered  the  passage  the  night  before,  which  was  lock¬ 
ed,  and  two  others,  one  of  which  he  cautiously  opened. 

The  doors  were  all  plated  wTith  sheet  iron. 

Behind  this  door  Old  King  Brady  found  a  room  simi¬ 
lar  to  his  own. 

It  had  one  window,  which  was  nailed  down. 

The  lower  sash  had  been  all  broken  away,  and  boards 
were  securely  nailed  Over  it. 

Doubtless  this  was  the  window  through  which  young 
Willshire  flung  himself. 

The  old  detective  climbed  on  a  chair  and  looked  through 
the  dirty  panes  of  the  upper  sash. 

Beyond  was  a  narrow  court,  from  which  there  was  no 
apparent  escape. 

He  had  scarcely  time  to  regain  the  passage  when  the 
fourth  door  was  opened  and  Sandy  appeared. 

“So  you  are  ready,  are  you?”  he  said.  “Very  good. 
Follow  me.” 

Old  King  Brady  followed  him  through  the  door,  up  a 
few  steps  and  then  through  another  door  into  a  big.  slant¬ 
ing  skylight,  such  as  is  used  by  photographers^ 

And  in  some  respects  this  was  the  most  remarkable 
room  Old  King  Brady  had  ever  seen. 

Well  had  this  singular  domicile  been  named  the  House 
of  Skulls  by  young  Willshire. 
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1  here  were  skulls  everywhere. 

Lows  of  these  grewsome  objects  were  fastened  against 

the  walls. 

Others  hung  suspended  from  the  ceiling. 

The  combination  was  certainly  most  grewsome. 

Sandy  closed  the  door,  locked  it,  and  putting  the  key 
in. his  pocket  threw  up  his  head  and  exclaimed: 

“Well,  old  man,  what  do  you  think  of  my  work-shop? 
W  ant  to  stay  and  work  for  me  now?” 

Old  King  Brady  was  prompt  with  his  answer. 

“And  why  not?”  he  replied.  “I’m  too  old  a  man,  and 
I  ve  been  through  too  much  to  let  a  lot  of  old  bones  scare 
me.” 

“Good!”  replied  Sandy.  “You're  the  right  sort.  Now, 
listen,  here  you  are,  and  here  you  stay  for  a  week  or  so, 
till  we  become  better  acquainted.  Then,  if  you  suit  me, 
there  will  be  everything  that's  pleasant  and  comfortable 
coming  your  way.  If  not  we  part  company  mighty  sud¬ 
den.  Now  for  breakfast.  Then  you  shall  see  more.” 

He  seized  one  of  the  skulls  and  pulled  it  twice. 

A  bell  rang  somewhere  in  the  distance. 

“Look  about,”  said  Sandy.  “Examine  everything  to  your 
heart’s  content.” 

He  turned  to  one  side  of  the  room,  where  there  was  a 
laboratory  bench  littered  with  chemical  apparatus,  and 
having  various  chemicals  in  bottles  at  the  back. 

Here  he  busied  himself  with  mixing  certain  liquids  in 
a  beaker,  which  he  proceeded  to  heat  over  a  spirit  lamp. 

After  a  little  a  bell  rang  in  the  room. 

Sandy  stepped  to  another  skull  and  gave  it  a  pull. 

Immediately  a  secret  panel  was  raised  in  the  wall. 

A  hideous  old  woman  came  in  carrying  a  tray  upon 
which  a  good  breakfast  was  spread. 

She  placed  it  on  a  table,  and  silently  departed,  the  panel 
remaining  open  behind  her. 

“Eat,”  said  Sandy,  returning  to  his  work.  “You  need 
not  be  afraid  that  I  am  going  to  poison  you  because  you 
see  that  I  am  a  chemist,  which  I  am,  and  a  good  one. 
That  might  happen  in  case  we  had  a  falling  out,  but  not 
now — not  now.” 

And  while  Old  King  Brady  was  eating  he  watched  this 
singular  man. 

His  head  wrent  up  once  in  a  while,  but  it  was  notice¬ 
able  that  the  movement  was  much  less  frequent  than  at 
any  time  Old  King  Brady  had  previously  seen  him. 

So  long  as  his  mind  remained  fixed  upon  his  work  he 
was  able  to  control  himself  to  a  very  considerable  extent. 

After  the  old  detective  finished  Sandy,  who  had  not 
spoken,  turned  to  him  again. 

“I’m  going  to  call  you  Jim,”  be  said.  “Is  that  all 
right?” 

“Anything  you  say  goes,  but  I  have  no  name  for  you 

yet.” 

“Call  me  Mr.  Alac.” 

“All  right.” 

“Now,  Jim,  vou  see  that  secret  door?” 

“I  do.” 


“Go  through  it.  Go  down  the  stairs.  Take  everything 
in.  Open  every  door  that  is  unlocked;  see  everything 
there  is  to  be  seen,  and  then  come  back  and  tell  me  if 
you  are  satisfied  to  work  in  this  House  of  Skulls.” 

Old  King  Brady  obeyed. 

What  he  saw  for  positive  horror  of  details  exceeded  any¬ 
thing  he  had  ever  come  up  against  in  all  his  long  career 
as  a  detective. 

Not  all  that  he  saw — no,  not  half  of  it — can  we  describe 
in  these  pages. 

But  in  a  subsequent  chapter  we  shall  give  some  inkling 
of  the  disgusting  secrets  of  the  House  of  Skulls. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

HOW  ALICE  GOT  NEXT  TO  THE  STRANGE  MAN  OF  FIVE 

POINTS. 

Harry  drew  away  from  the  skylight  and  stood  up. 

“What’s  he  doing?”  demanded  Alice. 

“Why,  he  seems  to  be  making  a  skeleton,”  replied 
Harry. 

“Well,  well!  Is  he  all  right,  think?” 

“He  looks  as  well  as  ever.  By  jove,  he  seems  to  have 
got  himself  right  into  business.  Take  a  look.” 

Alice  got  down  on  her  knees  and  peered  through  the 
narrow  opening. 

Old  King  Brady  was  standing  at  a  long  bench  which 
was  littered  with  human  bones. 

The  bones  were  white  and  had  a  polished  appearance. 

All  had  been  carefully  wired  for  “articulation,”  as  by 
anatomists  the  putting  together  of  a  skeleton  is  called. 

Old  King  Brady  was  busy  building  a  skeleton. 

He  had  it  complete  up  to  the  ribs,  which  he  was  now 
engaged  in  putting  in  place. 

The  thing  was  supported  in  a  peculiar  manner,  which 
would  take  too  long  to  describe. 

The  old  detective  appeared  to  have  been  provided  with 
all  the  tools  requisite  for  his  purpose. 

He  looked  to  Alice  thin  and  pale. 

She  could  not  agree  at  all  with  Harry’s  assertion  that  he 
looked  much  as  usual. 

Just  then  Sandy  Look-up  suddenly  came  within  the  line 
of  Alice’si  vision. 

He  appeared  to  give  Old  King  Brady  certain  instruc¬ 
tions  as  to  how  to  twist  the  wire  at  the  end  of  one  of  the 
rib  bones. 

The  skylight  was  very  close  fitting. 

Alice  could  just  catch  the  murmur  of  the  voices,  but 
could  not  distinguish  words. 

After  a  few  minutes  Sandy  withdrew,  and  Old  King 
Brady  went  on  with  his  work. 

Alice  got  up  and  told  Harry  what  she  had  seen. 

“What  on  earth  shall  we  do?”  she  asked. 
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“It  is  # plain  enough  what  we  ought  to  do, 

Harry. 

“Laid  the  House  of  Skulls ?” 

“No,  no!  Not  yet.  The  Governor  may  be  working  some 
game  of  his  own.  He  might  be  angry  enough  if  we  at¬ 
tempted  to  interfere  with  him.  But  I  must  watch  at  that 
opening.  If  he  will  only  look  up  I  can  communicate  with 
him  by  means  of  the  secret  signs.” 

“I  would  offer  to  do  it  for  you,  Harry,  for  I  know 
you  are  tired,  but  then  I  am  not  as  familiar  with  the  secret 
signs  as  you  are.” 

“I  shall  not  hear  to  anything  of  the  sort.  It  is  distinct¬ 
ly  my  job.  I'll  help  you  back  into  the  house,  and  then 
return.” 

“Take  another  look,  Harry.  You  might  catch  his  eye 
now.” 

Harry  remained  some  moments  at  the  peep-hole,  if  it 
can  be  so  styled. 

But  Old  King  Brady  appeared  to  be  intent  on  his  work. 
He  never  raised  his  eyes. 

“If  it  was  only  Sandy  Look-up  now  that  we  wanted  to 
get  next  to  there  would  not  be  much  difficulty,”  sighed 
Harry,  when  he  straightened  up  at  last. 

“Did  you  see  Sandy  again?” 

“No.  I  haven't  seen  him  at  all.” 

“Well,  I  did  all  right,  and  he  kept  his  head  down,  too. 
That  seems  to  be  a  skeleton  factory  down  there.” 

“It  certainly  does.  I  didn’t  know  there  was  such  an  in¬ 
stitution  in  New  York.” 

“Oh,  there  must  be.” 

“No,  Alice.  The  skeletons  which  are  sold  here  are  all 
imported  from  Paris,  so  I  have  always  understood.” 

“Weil,  we  appear  to  have  unearthed  one,  all  right,  then. 
New  York  is  a  queer  place.  I  doubt  if  there  is  anything 
known  to  man  which  cannot  be  unearthed  here  if  one  only 
has  the  patience  to  look  for  it.” 

They  then  descended  to  their  rooms. 

Harry  having  seen  Alice  safely  locked  in  her  room,  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  lock  his  own  door  on  the  outside,  and  then 
returned  to  the  roof,  putting  the  scuttle  in  place. 

He  crossed  to  the  House  of  Skulls,  and  once  more  knelt 
at  the  peep-hole. 

But  only  disappointment  came  of  it. 

Old  King  Brady  was  in  the  act  of  turning  out  a  bril¬ 
liant  gas-jet  which  had  lighted  the  place. 

Harry  was  just  in  time  to  see  him  vanish  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  which  followed. 

“He  must  sleep  in  that  horrible  room,”  he  thought. 
“Something  really  ought  to  be  done,  but  now  that  I  know 
he  is  safe  I  don’t  like  to  interfere  with  his  plans,  so  I  will 
wait  a  hit  and  see  what  turn  affaire  toi-n” 

Harry  then  turned  in,  but  as  soon  as  daylight  came  He 
was  again  on  the  roof  of  the  House  of  Skulls. 

/N^^PParen%  they  kept  late  hours  in  that  delectable  do¬ 
micile. 

There  appeared  to  be  nobody  present,  and  all  Harry 


could  do  was  to  study  the  arrangement  of  such  of  tht- 
skulls  as  he  could  see. 

When  Alice  knocked  on  his  door  they  tried  it  again., 
but  still  there  was  nothing  doing. 

They  did  not  dare  to  remain  on  the  roof  more  than  a 
minute  for  fear  that  their  presence  might  be  noted  by 
some  overlooker  from  one  of  the  windows  of  the  adjoining 
houses. 

So  they  went  to  breakfast  and  then  to  the  office. 

And  here  came  interference  with  their  work. 

The  mail  contained  a  hurry  call  from  Boston  from  a 
most  important  customer,  and  one  not  to  be  disappointed. 

The  case  was  a  comparatively  simple  one,  to  which 
Young  King  Brady  could  attend  alone,  and  he  felt  that  he 
ought  to  respond. 

“It  won’t  take  over  a  couple  of  days  at  the  most,  Alice," 
he  said,  “and  I  think  I  shall  go  over  to  Boston  by  the  next 
train.  Meanwhile  don’t  you  take  any  chances  in  the  mat¬ 
ter  of  the  House  of  Skulls.” 

“I  propose  to  watch  for  my  chance  to-night,  all  right," 
returned  Alice,  in  rather  a  defiant  tone. 

“I  wish  you  wouldn’t,  then.  Promise  me.” 

But  Alice  was  in  one  of  her  stubborn  moods,  and  would 
make  no  such  promise. 

Again  cautioning  her  to  be  careful,  Harry  left  for  the 
station. 

As  it  happened,  Alice  had  but  little  to  do  that  day. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  she  wandered  down  to  the  Five 
Points  in  the  hope  that  something  might  turn  up  to  throw 
further  light  upon  the  singular  case  in  which  they  had 
become  involved. 

And  she  seemed  to  be  particularly  fortunate  in  her 
choice  of  time,  for  she  had  scarcely  come  in  sight  of  the 
house  when  who  should  come  out  but  Sandy  Look-up 
himself. 

“Now  is  my  chance  for  a  little  shadowing  expedition," 
thought  Alice.  “I  wonder  where  he  is  going?  I’ll  find 
out,  no  matter  where  it  takes  me.” 

With  his  head  flung  up  in  the  air  the  strange  man  of 
Five  Points  started  along  Worth  street,  walking  west. 

Of  course,  he  attracted  some  attention. 

A  few  boys  called  “Sandy  Look-up!”  after  him,  but 
here  he  appeared  to  be  known,  and  it  was  not  nearly  so 
bad  as  one  might  have  supposed  it  would  be. 

4 

There  was  one  good  thing  about  the  man.  In  spite 
of  his  spider-like  gait  and  the  constant  twistings  of  his 
head,  he  never  looked  behind  him,  which  made  it  easy 
work. 

Alice  shadowed  him  to  the  Christopher  sfreet  ferry, 
and  across  to  Hokoben,  without  finding  it  necessary  to 

throw  herself  directly  in-  his  way  once. 

Once  in  Hoboken  Sandy  boarded  a  Union  Hill  oar.  and 
Alice  was  obliged  to  show  herself  at  last. 

But  the  strange  man  paid  no  attention  to  her.  and  you 

% 

may  be  very  sure  that  Alice  took  particular  pains  not  to 
look  directly  at  him. 

They  rode  out  on  the  main  street  of  the  Weehawken 


replied 
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i':;v  for  a  considerable  distance,  and  then  Sandy  left  the 
w  and  started  down  one  of  the  side  streets  which  run 
\>cst  down  the  hill  toward  the  Hackensack  meadows. 

Alice  had  to  ride  a  bit  further,  and  then  jump  off  the 
car  while  it  was  moving,  which  her  male  attire  allowed 
her  to  easily  do. 

She  got  on  the  job  as  soon  as  possible,  but  to  her  disgust 
me  found  that  she  was  too  late. 

The  street  was  only  built  up  for  about  three  blocks. 

Sandy  had  disappeared. 

‘•'Bad  luck!”  thought  Alice.  “And  after  all  this  long 
chase  I  have  lost  him!  What  is  to  be  done  now?” 

She  saw  plenty  to  do  which  another  might  not. 

First  she  walked  to  the  end  of  the  built  portion  of  the 
street.  .  • 

The  last  building  was  a  small  factory  which  appeared 
never  to  have  been  completed. 

Next  to  this  was  a  small  frame  house,  a  mean  little 
affair,  like  all  the  others  on  the  block. 

There  was  nothing  in  evidence  to  connect  Sandy  Look¬ 
up  with  the  neighborhood. 

Alice  returned  to  the  street  on  which  the  cars  ran,  and 
went  into  the  corner  grocery. 

“I  am  looking  for  a  man  whose  name  I  have  unfor¬ 
tunately  forgotten,”  she  said  to  the  proprietor,  who  was 
figuring  behind  a  little  desk.  “He  lives  around  here 
somewhere,  and - ” 

*  “Veil,  how  I  can  tell  where  he  lives  ven  you  doan’d 
know  his  name?”  broke  in  the  grocer,  impatiently. 

“Just  a  minute,”  said  Alice.  “I  am  going  to  describe 
him.  I  am  sure  you  will  instantly  recognize  him.  He 
goes  about  so.” 

Then  Alice  flung  her  head  in  the  air,  and  walked  like 
Sandy  Look-up. 

“Oh,  you  mean  Mr.  Sanders,”  said  the  grocery  man 
instantly.  “He  doan’d  live  round  here  now,  but  his  sister 
do.  He  often  comes  to  see  her.  It’s  down  Van  Donk 
street.” 

“This  street?” 

“Yair.” 

“What’s  the  number?” 

“I  disremember.  It’s  de  last  house  on  de  left  next  to  dc 
factory.” 

“And  his  sister’s  name?” 

“It  is  Mrs.  Burns.” 

“Thank  you  ever  so  much.  I  seen  that  factory.  It 
seems  to  be  closed  up?” 

“Yea  Thev  used  to  make  brushes  there,  but  the  man 
failed.  Mrs.  Burns  had  a  mortgage  on  the  place,  and  she 
bought  it  in  at  the  sale.  Dey  hain’t  done  no  business  dere 

eince.” 

Alice  thanked  the  grocer  and  pulled  out. 

So  the  strange  man  of  Five  Points  had  interests  in  J er- 

tey,  it  appeared. 

7/1. was  this  brush  factory  kept  idle? 

wondered  if  there  was  another  skeleton  mill  run- 
Tj.ri'j  /nd  it-  closed-up  windows. 


She  went  down  to  it  and  looked  the  premises  over  again. 

She  wished  she  had  questioned  the  grocer  a  little  fur¬ 
ther  about  Mrs.  Burns,  but  she  did  not  like  to  make  a. 
second  visit  for  that  purpose. 

For  a  while  she  hung  around  in  the  lots,  until  at  last' 
she  was  rewarded  by  seeing  Sandy  Look-up  come  out  oil 
the  Burns  house. 

Once  more  Alice  got  busy,  and  shadowed  him  back  to 
New  York. 

She  stuck  to  the  rear  platform  of  the  car  all  the  way 
to  the  ferry. 

Whether  Sandy  saw  her  or  not  she  could  not  feel  sure; 
certainly  he  never  looked  her  way. 

At  the  ferry  Alice  got  on  the  other  side  of  the  boat, 
and  stayed  there;  • 

When  Sandy  started  to  cross  West  street  at  Barclay — 
for  he  took  the  lower  ferry  this  time — Alice  was  right 
behind  him. 

The  man  seemed  more  nervous  than  ever,  and  his  head 
kept  flying  up  and  twisting  from  side  to  side. 

He  had  almost  crossed  the  broad  street  after  making 
several  wild  tacks  when  all  at  once  he  gave  a  sharp  cry 
and  fell  to  the  pavement,  where  he  lay  twisting,  moaning, 
and  foaming  at  the  mouth. 

“Good  gracious!  He  has  thrown  a  fit!”  thought  Alice. 
“Here’s  my  chance  to  get  next  to  him,  if  it  will  do  any 
good.” 

She  concluded  to  try  it. 

“It  might  result  in  getting  a  chance  to  talk  with  Old 
King  Brady,”  she  thought. 

A  policeman  was  right  on  the  job,  and  quite  a  crowd  of 
ferry  passengers  gathered. 

Alice  jumped  right  in  and  privately  shewed  the  police¬ 
man  her  detective’s  shield. 

“I  know  this  man,”  she  said.  “I’ll  look  out  for  him. 
He  will  be  all  right  in  a  minute  if  you  will  help  me  to  get 
him  into  the  saloon.” 

It  was  a  heavy  lift  for  Alice,  but  she  managed  Sandy’s- 
feet,  while  the  policeman  took  the  head. 

They  carried  him  into  one  of  the  private  rooms  behind' 
the  saloon,  and  laid  him  on  the  floor. 

He  was  quieter  now,  although  his  limbs  still  twitched. 

“He  ought  to  have  a  doctor,”  said  the  bartender,  whee¬ 
led  them  to  the  room. 

“He  needs  none.  It’s  only  an  epileptic  fit,”  replied 
Alice.  “Just  leave  him  to  me.” 

The  bartender  withdrew  and  Alice  was  alone  with  the 
policeman. 

“Who  is  he?”  asked  the  officer.  “I  have  often  remarked) 
him  from  the  way  he  walked  and  held  his  head.” 

“His  name  is  McFee,”  replied  Alice.  “He  lives  over  m 
Union  Hill.” 

i 

“So?  What  bureau  do  you  belong  to?” 

“Brady.” 

“Indeed.  How  is  Old  King  Brady?  I  haven’t  seen  him 
around  lately.” 
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"lie  was  well  last  accounts.  He  is  away  on  a  case  just 
-at  present.” 

'"Are  you  a,  friend  of  this  man?” 

'"No.  To  tell  the  truth,  1  was  shadowing  him.” 

"Is  foe  a  crook  ?” 

"We  think  so.  He  is  mixed  up  in  a  case  we  are  working 
on.  We  haven’t  found  out  just  where  he  stands  yet.” 

"If  he  doesn’t  come  to  in  a  few  minutes  we  shall  have 
to  call  an  ambulance,”  said  the  policeman.  "I  shall  get 
myself  into  trouble  if  he  should  happen  to  die.” 

But  Sandy  Look-up  did  come  out  of  his  fit  very  soon. 
When  this  happened  he  found  Alice  alone  with  him  in 
the  little  room. 

t 

And  this  is  how  Alice  came  to  be  thrown  in  with  the 

> 

strange  man  of  Five  Points. 

What  grew  out  of  the  encounter  will  later  be  shown. 


CHAPTER  X. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  IN  THE  SKELETON  FACTORY. 

If  Alice  could  have  seen  what  Old  King  Brady  saw 
when  he  accepted  Sandy  Look-up’s  invitation  to  investi¬ 
gate  what  lay  behind  the  secret  panel  in  the  House  of 
Skulls  she  might  have  thought  twice  about  braving  the 
terrors  of  that  extraordinary  domicile. 

As  we  said  before,  we  do  not  propose  to  dilate  on  these 
horrors. 

The  stairs  behind  the  panel  led  down  into  the  cellar, 
where  there  were  several  secret  vaults. 

These  opened  one  into  the  other,  but  Old  King  Brady 
found  no  way  out  of  the  horrible  place. 

If  he  had  he  would  probably  have  taken  to  his  heels. 

Each  vault  was  examined  and  each  was  worse  than  the 
other. 

Old  King  Brady  knew  when  he  got  through  that  Sandy 
Look-up  was  not  in  the  business  of  supplying  subjects  to 
the  doctors  for  dissection. 

His  business  was  quite  different.  - 

In  short,  the  strange  man  of  Five  Points  was  running 
a  skeleton  factory. 

All  the  apparatus  for  his  business  was  seen  by  the 
detective. 

The  threat  made  to  young  Wiltshire  to  "boil  him  alive” 
may  have  been  an  idle  on'  Vat  one  thing  is  certain,  Sandy 
had  the  means  to  most  _ifectually  carry  it  out. 

One  point  more  before  we  diverge  from  this. 

Old  King  Brady  knew  before  he  got  through  with  his 
examination,  that  it  would  not  be  impossible  to  restore  the 
remains  of  the  late  Mrs.  Nolan  to  the  grave  providing  he 
could  bring  the  law  down  upon  Sandy  Look-up  quickly 
enough. 

At  last  the  old  detective  returned  upstairs,  looking  very 
white  and  half  ready  to  faint. 


Sandy  was  standing  at  his  bench,  still  engaged  in  chemi¬ 
cal  work. 

"Well,  Jim,  what  do  you  think  of  it?”  he  asked.  "Are 
you  still  willing  to  work  for  me?” 

"For  ten  dollars  a  week!”  gasped  Old  King  Brady, 
dropping  into  a  chair.  "How  could  you  ever  expect  such 
a  thing?” 

Sandy  laughed. 

"It  is  rather  a  low  price  for  such  work,”  he  said.  "But, 
listen,  you  don't  have  to  go  down  there  while  you  are 
learning  the  business.  1  attend  to  all  that.  You  are  the 
first  man  who  has  been  down  in  those  vaults  in  many  a 
day.  Even  Ike  doesn't  guess  what  my  real  business  is  and 
believes  that  I  sell  the  stiffs  to  doctors.” 

"And  your  real  business  is?” 

"I  should  think  you  might  guess.” 

"My  guess  would  be  making  and  selling  skeletons.” 

"Then  you  would  guess  right,  for  that  is  just  what 
it  is.” 

"Does  it  pay?” 

"Does  it  pay?  lrou  bet  it  pays !  I  have  orders  from  all 
over  the  country  from  medical  colleges  and  doctors  which 
I  can’t  begin  to  fill.  My  skeletons  are  better  than  the 
French.  L  learned  the  business  in  Paris.  I  have  carried 
it  on  here  for  many  years.  But  to  get  back  to  the  point. 
Do  you  still  want  to  work  for  me?” 

"Not  for  ten  dollars  a  week.” 

i 

"Oh,  that’s  only  while  you  are  learning.  After  that 
your  pay  will  be  doubled  and  you  may  come  and  go  as  you 
please.” 

"And  what  am  I  expected  to  do?  A  lot  depends  upon 
that.” 

"To  wire  the  bones  and  articulate.” 

"I’m  afraid  I  am  too  old  to  learn?” 

"Not  at  all.  A  month’s  practice  will  make  you  most 
useful  to  me  if  you  have  any  mechanical  ability  at  all.” 

"Well,  I  am  willing  to  try,  but  I  don’t  like  being  shut  in 
here,  I  must  confess.” 

"Oh,  it  is  only  until  you  become  a  little  better  acquaint¬ 
ed,  as  I  told  you.  After  that  the  doors  will  be  wide  open 
to  you.  We  may  even  come  to  be  partners.  Come,  what 
do  you  say  ?” 

"Well;  all  right.  But  suppose  I  should  say  no?” 

"Oh,  that  would  be  all  right,  too.  I  should  let  you  go 
your  way.” 

This  was  said  carelessly. 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  not  deceived. 

This  man,  with  his  evident  expert  knowledge  of  chem¬ 
istry,  he  recognized  as  a  most  dangerous  person. 

He  hardly  believed  that  he  would  ever  be  allowed  to 
leave  the  House  of  Skulls  alive  if  he  was  to  refuse. 

Far  more  likely  was  it  that  his  skeleton  would  adorn 
the  cabinet  of  some  Western  medical  museum. 

lie  shuddered  as  he  thought  of  what  lie  had  seen  and 
reflected  upon  what  might  be  his  fate. 

And  so  it  chanced  that  Old  King  Bradv  went  into  the 

V 

skeleton  business. 
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W  e  do  not  propose  to  detail  the  nature  of  his  work. 

Enough  to  say  that  the  old  detective  was  kept  a  close 
prisoner. 

With  all  his  ingenuity  he  could  discover  no  means  of 
escape. 

Such  secret  locks  and  panels  he  had  never  encountered. 

Apparently  the  only  occupants  of  the  place  were  Sandy 
and  the  woman  whom  he  called  his  wife. 

The  latter  never  spoke  a  word  in  Old  King  Brady’s 
presence  and  was  never  even  seen  except  when  she  brought 
in  the  detective’s  meals. 

During  the  days  which  followed  Sandy  instructed  Old 
King  Brady  in  his  strange  craft. 

And  the  old  detective  proved  an  apt  pupil. 

He  soon  learned  to  drill  the  bones  and  to  insert  the 
brass  wires. 

Then  came  instructions  in  mounting  them. 

This  was  what  Harry  and  Alice  surprised  him  at. 

Sandy  was  not  a  hard  master. 

He  had  a  very  clear  way  of  explaining  everything  and 
was  usually  civil  and  pleasant. 

The  work  hours  were  from  noon  until  after  midnight. 

Usually  Sand}^  remained  with  him,  but  not  always. 

During  his  absence  Old  King  Brady  made  so  many 
efforts  to  escape,  that  it  would  be  tedious  to  even  attempt 
to  describe  them. 

Enough  to  say  that  all  failed. 

For  him  to  get  out  of  the  House  of  Skulls  seemed  to  be 
an  impossible  thing., 

And  so  stood  matters  on  the  day  when  Harry  and  Alice 
spied  the  old  detective  through  the  skylight. 

Old  King  Brady  still  slept  in  the  same  room  and  was 
locked  in  from  one  a.  m.  till  noon  of  the  day  following. 

On  the  day  Harry  went  to  Boston  Sandy  Look-up  let 
him  out  at  the  usual  time. 

“Well,  Jim,”  he  said  while  Old  King  Brady  was  eating 
breakfast,  “I  want  to  compliment  you  upon  the  way  you 
are  getting  on.  I  have  instructed  many  in  my  time,  but 
you  really  are  the  brightest.  Considering  your  age,  it  is 
really  wonderful.  I  would  hardly  have  believed  it.  Keep 
it  up  another  week,  old  man,  and  I  promise  you  a  change.” 

“Well,  and  what?  I  am  suffering  under  this  confine¬ 
ment,  Mr.  Mac.” 

“I  appreciate  that.  We  shall  be  after  fresh  goods.  Ike 
goes  to  Cypress  Hills  after  a  stiff  a  week  from  to-night 
and  you  shall  go  with  him.  If  you  come  back  all  right  the 
doors  will  be  opened  then.” 

“It  will  be  a  relief.  And  about  money?  I  haven’t  seen 
a  cent.” 

“Oh,  I  know.  You  get  your  money  right  away  after 
tliat  night.” 

“You  still  mistrust  me,  Mr.  Mac.” 

“Well,  I  mistrust  everyone.  My  business  is  of  a  very 
peculiar  nature,  you  must  remember.” 

“All  right.  We  won’t  quarrel.  I  am  rather  liking  the 
bn -ine--,  but  I  don’t  like  being  held  a  prisoner.” 


“Naturally,  naturally.  Who  would?  But  don’t  worcy-r- 
It  will  all  come  out  right  in  the  end.” 

And  this  was  the  way  their  talks  ran. 

There  wras  one  thing  about  Sandy,  he  was  an  untirmg 
worker  and  once  he  began  never  stopped  until  the  job  ia© 
had  undertaken  was  complete. 

But  there  was  nothing  genial  about  him  and  Old  King 
Brady’s  days  grew  to  be  almost  unendurable. 

So  it  continued  until  one  afternoon  Sandy  knocked  ofE 
work  after  putting  in  only  two  hours  of  it. 

“Jim,  I  have  to  go  away,”  he  said.  “I  hope  to  be  baekr 
about  eleven  o’clock.  Stick  to  it,  old  man.  Your  time  ©f 
slavery  is  almost  over.  I  am  satisfied  that  you  are  ike 
man  I  want  for  my  work.” 

And  so  Old  King  Brady  was  left  alone  in  the  skeleton 
factory. 

It  was  the  first  occasion  on  which  he  had  been  left  alone 
for  any  length  of  time  during  working  hours. 

Was  it  bait  to  see  what  he  would  do? 

-  He  half  believed  it. 

He  knew  that  Sandy  would  hold  him  in  strict  account 
as  to  the  amount  of  work  done  upon  his  return. 

And  there  really  was  much  to  do. 

Old  King  Brady  had  seen  the  man’s  order  book.  He 
knew  that  every  skeleton  he  could  put  together  for  a  year 
to  come  had  been  sold  in  advance. 

Just  the  same  the  old  detective  determined  to  make  one 
more  attempt  to  escape,  or  at  least  to  lay  The  foundaisixE 
for  it. 

0  m 

This  was  by  the  window  through  which  young  Will  shire 
had  gone.  If  the  young  man  from  Louisville  had  gone  ©at 
of  the  House  of  Skulls  by  that  road,  then  there  mast  he 
some  way  of  getting  out  of  the  narrow  courtyard  to  be 
seen  through  the  upper  sash  of  the  window. 

The  lower  sash,  as  we  have  stated,  was  boarded  up. 

Old  King  Brady  had  tried  to  remove  these  boards 
one  occasion,  but  he  discovered  that  they  had  been  seerrrecl 
by  old-fashioned  clinch  nails,  which  could  not  be  dravm. 

The  upper  sash  was  also  nailed  in  place  and  was  so  srsalS 
that  Old  King  Brady  doubted  his  ability  to  gnt  throagla 
the  opening,  even  if  he  could  remove  it. 

Nevertheless  to  this  window  he  determined  to  devote  a 
few  minutes  at  least. 

He  gave  Sandy  an  hour,  at  the  end  of  which  time,  feel¬ 
ing  satisfied  that  he  did  not  intend  to  return  immediately,, 
he  sneaked  into  the  little  room  and  once  more  tackled  the 
window. 

He  had  but  few  of  his  usual  belongings  with  him,  as  be* 
had  not  thought  it  well  to  take  a  thing  to  the  eemeterp 
that  night  which  would  indicate  his  business  in  case  be¬ 
came  to  be  searched. 

But  there  were  tools  of  every  description  in  the  web¬ 
shop,  and  after  giving  the  window  such  an  examinstraBi 
as  he  had  not  yet  been  able  to  do,  Old  King  Brady  came 
the  conclusion  that  he  could  remove  the  top  sash. 

He  determined  to  do  it  and  to  put  it  in  plane  so  tharfc  ft 
could  be  taken  out  at  a  moment’s  notice. 
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Then  he  would  let  matters  rest  and  wait  for  the  pro¬ 
posed  trip  to  Cypress  Hills  as  his  chance  to  escape. 

If  no  opportunity  offered  then,  and  he  really  had  to 
come  back  to  the  House  of  Skulls,  the  window  would  be 
ready  for  business. 

But  this  he  did  not  anticipate. 

He  firmly  counted  upon  disposing  of  Ike  on  that  trip. 

So  Old  King  Brady  put  in  an  hour’s  work  on  his  window 
and  actually  did  succeed  in  getting  the  sash  out. 

Having  done  this,  he  put  it  in  place  again  and  returned 
to  his  work,  redoubling  his  energies  in  order  to  have  some¬ 
thing  to  show  when  Sandy  returned. 

But  it  was  nearly  midnight  before  he  heard  the  click  of 
the  secret  spring  which  announced  the  opening  of  the 
secret  door  of  the  workshop. 

The  old  detective  looked  up  from  his  work  expecting  to 
see  Sandy  come  in. 

To  his  astonishment  the  person  who  came  into  the 
skeleton  factory  was  Alice  in  male  disguise. 


1  ‘  CHAPTER  XI. 

- -.<r*5gsS- — 

ALICE  GETS  INTO  THE  HOUSE  OF  SKULLS. 

* 

♦ 

» 

’Alice  found  herself  with  her  hands  full  for  a  while  after 
Sandy  Look-up  came  to  himself. 

He  opened  his  eyes,  looked  her  over  curiously  and  then 
closed^  them  again,  but  did  not  speak  for  full  fifteen 
minutes. 

Several  times  meanwhile  he  looked  at  her  again. 

At  last,  when  the  bartender  looked  in  to  see  how  the 
case  stood,  he  sat  up  on  the  floor,  and  extending  his  hand 
to  Alice,  asked  to  be  assisted  to  a  chair. 

Alice  herself  never  said  a  word  all  this  time. 

She  knew  that  this  strange  man  must  necessarily  be  of 
a  very  suspicious  nature,  so  she  wisely  determined  to  let 
all  advances  come  from  him. 

With  the  bartender  it  was  just  the  other  way. 

He  plied  the  skeleton  maker  with  all  sorts  of  questions 
and  got  very  few  answers  in  return. 

The  man  seemed  dazed,  but  no  sooner  had  the  bar¬ 
tender  left  them  than  he  straightened  up  and  said  to 
Alice : 

“Have  I  had  a  fit?” 

“Yes,  sir,”  replied  Alice,  and  the  following  conversation 
fojlowed : 

“How  did  it  happen  ?  Did  I  fall  in  the  street,  I  mean?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where  was  this?” 

“On  West  street,  in  front  of  the  Barclay  street  ferry.” 

“And  where  am  I  now?” 

“In  the  back  room  of  the  saloon  on  the  corner  of  Bar¬ 
clay  street  and  West.” 

“Who  are  you?” 

“My  name  is  .Tack  White.” 


“Jack  White?  You  saw  me  fall  and  came  to  my  re- 
cue?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“It  was  very  kind  of  you.  You  were  on  the  ferryboat. 
I  saw  you.  I  remember  your  face  now.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“You  must  have  seen  my  head  jumping.  It  was  that 
which  attracted  your  attention.” 

“I  could  not  help  but  notice  it,  sir.” 

“Certainly  not.  Everybody  has  to  notice  it.  I  am  very 
thankful  to  you.  I  am  subject  to  these  fits.  I  shall  die 
in  one  of  them  some  of  these  days.  My  greatest  dread  is 
of  being  taken  to  a  hospital.  You  saved  me  from  that,  I 
am  sure.” 

“Well,  sir,  I  did.  I  thought  probably  you  would  not 
want  that  to  happen,  so  I  told  the  policeman  I  knew  you 
and  got  him  to  help  me  bring  you  in  here.” 

Sandy  put  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  fumbled  about. 

“And  I  have  been  robbed  of  nothing,”  he  said.  “How 
long  ago  is  this?” 

“About  half  an  hour  since  you  came  here.” 

He  took  out  a  roll  of  bills  and  gave  Alice  five  dollars. 

“Only  a  small  return,”  he  said,  “but  I  am  not  a  rich 
man.  Perhaps  I  can  do  more  for  you  some  of  these  days. 
Do  you  belong  in  New  York?” 

“No,  sir.  I  am  a  stranger  here.” 

“Your  first  visit?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

Alice  was  determined  to  lead  him  on. 

She  felt  a  sort  of  defiance  at  the  way  Harry  had  tried  to 
control  her  movements  in  this  case. 

She  was  ready  to  brave  the  terrors  of  the  House  of 
Skulls. 

“If  I  could  only  get  Old  King  Brady  out  of  there  and 
close  this  case  before  Harry  returned  it  would  be  great,” 
she  said  to  herself. 

“Where  do  you  come  from?”  demanded  Sandy,  pressing 
the  questions  upon  her  with  some  show  of  eagerness. 

“Chicago,”  replied  Alice. 

“What’s  your  business-?” 

“I  have  no  regular  business.  I  worked  in  an  anatomical 
museum  last.” 

“A  fake  show?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Strange !” 

“What?  One  has  to  do  the  best  he  can  when  one  has 
neither  money  nor  friends.” 

“  You  have  no  friends  in  New  York?” 

“No,  sir.  I  don’t  know  anybody  here.” 

“And  where  are  you  going  to  stay  to-night?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I  shall  look  up  some  cheap  hotel.  I 
thought  I  should  have  to  walk  the  streets,  but  now  I  have 
got  the  price  of  a  bed,  thanks  to  you.” 

“Will  you  see  me  home?” 

“Sure,  if  you  wish  me  to.  Is  it  far  where  you  live?” 

“Not  very.  Quite  a  good  walk  for  a  man  in  my  condi¬ 
tion.  though.” 
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“Perhaps  you  ought  to  have  a  cab?  Are  there  no  elec¬ 
tric  cars?*’ 

“Xo,  no,  I  want  no  cab,  and  there  are  no  cars  which 
would  take  rue  to  my  house  without  changing  from  one  to 
another,  which  I  don't  want  to  do.  There  is  no  danger. 
1  shall  not  have  another  fit  at  present,  only  we  shall  have 
to  go  slow — very  slow.” 

“I'll  go  with  you,”  said  Alice.  “I  have  nothing  else 
to  do.” 

They  left  the  saloon  by  the  side  door. 

Alice  was  fully  determined  to  see  the  adventure  through. 

This  brave  girl  does  not  know  the  meaning  of  the  word 
fear. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  is  a  little  too  reckless,  even 
more  so  than  Old  King  Brady  himself,  and  he,  according 
to  Harry,  takes  the  palm. 

Sandy  was  certainly  very  much  shaken. 

He  showed  it  with  every  step  he  took. 

Alice  made  him  lean  on  her  arm. 

He  continued  to  question  her  as  they  walked  slowly 
across  town. 

It  was  evident  that  he  had  some  definite  reason  for  this. 

At  last  Alice  began  to  get  an  inkling  of  it. 

Sandy  told  her  that  while  he  had  been  subject  to  these 
fits  more  or  less  all  his  life,  it  was  now  some  years  since 
he  had  experienced  one,  and,  having  had  it,  he  now  might 
expect  others  to  follow. 

He  spoke  in  a  very  discouraged  way  of  his  health  alto¬ 
gether,  and  then  went  on  to  say  that  he  was  just  getting 
into  a  good  business  in  which  he  could  make  all  kinds  of 
money  if  he  could  only  get  the  proper  help. 

He  did  not  state  what  the  business  was,  but  kept  drop¬ 
ping  mysterious  hints  to  the  effect  that  it  was  a  little 
crooked. 

He  would  then  look  curiously  into  Alice’s  face  as  though 
anxious  to  see  how  she  was  taking  his  talk. 

At  last  they  got  over  into  the  Five  Points  and  drew  near 
the  House  of  Skulls. 

Suddenly  Sandy  paused. 

“Jack,”  he  said,  for  Alice  had  given  the  name  Jack 
White,  ^how  would  you  like  to  stop  all  night  at  my  house  ? 

I  can  give  you  a  room.  To  be  sure  it  isn't  much,  but  you 
will  have  a  good  bed  and  a  breakfast  in  the  morning.  To¬ 
rn  orrow  we  can  talk  these  matters  over  further.” 

Alice  had  expected  that  it  would  come  to  this  and  she 
had  already  made  up  her  mind  to  consent,  which  she  now 
did. 

“Good,”  said  Sandy.  “Well,  here  we  are.  IPs  but  a 
poor  place,  but  it  will  cost  you  nothing.  One  word  before 
to u  go  in.  Don’t  mind  my  wife.  She  is  a  queer  mortal, 
it  I  am  master,  and  it  makes  no  difference  what  she  says. 
My  will  is  law.” 

He  led  the  way  up  the  high  stoop  and  Alice  followed. 

A  moment  later  and  she  had  entered  the  House  of 
Skulls. 

They  passed  into  a  plainly  furnished  sitting-room, 

o  re  Old  King  Brady  had  first  been  received. 


There  was  nobody  here,  but  a  light  burned  upon  a  table. 

“Moll!”  shouted  Sandy.  “Oh,  Moll!” 

A  cuttain  was  thrust  aside  and  the  woman  appeared. 

She  gave  Alice  a  curious  look. 

“So  you  are  back,”  she  said.  “Who  is  this?” 

“This  is  Mr.  White,”  replied  Sandy.  “I  have  had  an¬ 
other  fit,  Moll.” 

“You  have,  eh?”  replied  the  woman  coldly  enough. 
“It’s  some  time  now  since  you  had  one.  YTou  will  die  in 
one  of  them  some  of  these  days.” 

“And  that’s  your  cold  comfort!  Only  for  this  young 
man  I’d  be  in  the  hospital  now.  He  stops  with  us  to¬ 
night.” 

Again  the  woman  looked  at  Alice  strangely. 

“And  where  does  he  sleep?”  she  asked. 

“In  the  little  room  next  to  Dunn.” 

“Are  you  going  to  introduce  him  to  Dunn  to-night  ?” 

“Yes,  right  now.” 

“All  right.  Does  he  want  supper?” 

“How  about  that?”  demanded  Sandy.  “You  have  only 
to  say  the  word.  You  will  find  my  wife  a  good  cook.” 

Alice  declined. 

She  knew  that  Dunn  was  the  name  Old  King  Brady 
had  chosen.  The  sooner  the  introduction  came  the  bet¬ 
ter,  she  thought. 

“All  right,”  said  Sandy.  “Then  you  come  with  me  and 
I’ll  introduce  you  to  my  head  man  and  show  you  where 
you  are  to  sleep.” 

But  whatever  plan  the  strange  man  of  Five  Points  had 
in  his  head,  it  was  not  to  be  carried  out. 

He  started  across  the  room  and  then  suddenly,  with 
that  strange  cry  which  always  accompanies  an  epileptic  fit, 
he  threw  up  his  hands  and  fell  to  the  floor,  twitching  and 
foaming. 

“Another  fit!”  cried  Alice,  making  a  rush  for  him. 

But  it  was  not  as  it  had  been  in  the  saloon. 

Here  Moll  had  something  to  say. 

“Stand  back!”  she  cried.  “Leave  him  to  me.  I’ve 
tended  him  hundreds  of  times  when  he  was  so.  Come! 
I’ll  show  you  into  the  workshop  and  you  can  talk  with  Mr. 
Dunn  until  such  time  as  he  comes  out  of  this.  It  won’t 
be  long.” 

She  opened  a  door  and  hurried  along  a  passage. 

Alice  followed,  too  anxious  to  get  the  chance  to  talk 
with  Old  King  Brady  to  permit  any  sense  of  fear  to  hold 
her  back. 

A  little  short  of  the  end  of  the  passage  the  woman 
stopped. 

“Go  on,”  she  said.  “I’ll  open  the  door.  We  do  things 
a  bit  strangely  here,  but  you  mustn’t  mind.” 

Alice  went  ahead.  , 

Suddenly  she  heard  a  sharp  click  and  a  door  at  the  end 
of  the  passage  flew  back. 

Beyond  was  a  brilliantly  lighted  room,  with  skulls  hang¬ 
ing  everywhere. 

And  there  stood  Old  King  Brady  working  at  his  bench. 

With  another  click  the  door  closed  behind  her. 
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Alice  was  in  the  House  of  Skulls ! 

Old  King  Brady  merely  glanced  at  her,  made  a  gesture 
and  went  on  with  his  work. 

But  the  gesture  was  one  of  the  Bradys’  secret  signs,  of 
which  they  have  a  regular  code. 

"Do  not  recognize  me,”  it  said. 

Alice  was  quick  to  respond. 

"Good  evening,  sir,”  she  said  aloud.  . 

"Good  evening,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  "What  brings 
you  here?” 

"I  came  with  Mr.  McFee,”  replied  Alice. 

Sandy,  had  told  her  his  name. 

"Where  is  Mr.  McFee?” 

"He  has  just  fallen  in  a  fit.  He  was  coming  in  here 
with  me.  I  think  it  will  be  some  time  now.” 

Dropping  his  voice  to  the  lowest  of  whispers,  Old  King 
Brady  said : 

"And  in  that  case  this  is  our  time  to  talk.  Alice,  in 
heaven’s  name,  what  made  you  venture  into  this  fearful 
house?” 

"It  was  the  hope  of  getting  you  out  of  it  as  much  as 
anything  else,”  was  the  reply  in  the  same  low  tone.  "Do 
yoa  know  how  long  you  have  been  away?” 

"Why,  of  course.  My  dear  girl,  you  may  find  it  easier 
to  get  in  here  than  to  get  out  again.  Where  is  Harry?” 

"Gone  to  Boston.  Why  do  you  Stay  here  ?” 

"Why!  Because  I  can’t  get  out.  Alice,  you  don’t  know 
what  you  have  come  into.  Of  all  the  dens  of  iniquity  I 
have  ever  struck,  this  is  the  very  worst.  Tell  me  all  and 
tell  me  quick.  It  may  be  days  before  we  get  so  good  a 
chance  to  talk.” 

Alice  ran  over  what  had  happened  during  Old  King 
Brady’s  absence,  the  old  detective  continuing  to  work  on 
his  skeleton  all  the  while. 

He  then  told  Alice  of  his  own  adventures  and  showed 
her  how  to  open  the  secret  panel  which  communicated 
with  the  cellar  vaults. 

But  Old  King  Brady  only  told  of  a  very  small  part  of 
the  discoveries  he  had  made  there. 

"If  you  are  wise  you, will  keep  out  of  the  place,”  he 
&ahL  "If  you  want  to  sleep  peacefully  you  certainly  must. 
K  you  were  to  see  what  I  have  seen  your  dreams  will  be 
troubled  for  many  a  day  to  come.” 

"Don’t  you  believe  there  is  some  way  of  getting  out  of 
the  cellar  besides  through  this  room  ?”  demanded  Alice. 

"I  fully  believe  it,”  was  the  reply,  "but,  although  I  have 
several  times  made  an  attempt  to  find  it  with  all  my 
experience  in  such  matters,  I  have  failed.” 

"I  should  like  to  try  just  once.” 

"Not  now,  for  heaven  sake.  It  is  too  dangerous.  Have 
ywa  a  revolver?”  \ 

"Yes.”  ^ 

"Hark!  Here  comes  someone.” 

The  click  of  the  secret  spring  which  controlled  the  door 
was  heard  and  Sandy  Look-up  entered. 

His  head  was  high  in  the  air  and  they  saw  that  his  face 
was  dreadfully  pale. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Young  King  Brady  came  over  from  Boston  that  night 
on  the  Fall  River  boat. 

He  went  directly  home,  and  learning  from  Julius,  the 
Bradys’  colored  man  of  all  work,  that  the  old  detective 
was  still  absent,  he  started  to  call  up  Alice  on  the  tele¬ 
phone. 

He  was  a  little  startled  to  be  informed  by  "Central” 
that  they  could  get  no  answer. 

It  was  rather  early  for  Alice  to  start  for  the  office. 

Anxious  to  know  how  matters  stood,  Harry  went  around 
to  the  house  on  Waverly  Place  where  Alice  has  a  suite  of 
rooms  and  learned  to  his  dismay  that  she  had  not  been 
home  since  the  morning  before. 

He  suspected  the  truth. 

He  was  certain  that  Alice  had  made  some  ill-advised 
move  which  had  thrown  her  into  the  clutches  of  Sandy 
McFee. 

Hurrying  to  the  office,  this  was  confirmed,  for  here  he 
found  a  postal  written  in  the  Bradys’  secret  cipher. 

Alice  found  opportunity  to  write  and  mail  it  while  wait¬ 
ing  for  Sandy  to  get  over  his  fit  in  the  saloon. 

It  informed  Harry  that  Alice  was  shadowing  the  strange 
man  of  Five  Points. 

"And  if  you  return  and  find  me  missing  to-morrow.” 
it  went  on  to  say,  "you  may  know  that  I  have  gone  to  the 
House  of  Skulls.” 

Harry  was  immensely  discouraged. 

"By  thunder,  everybody  seems  to  be  determined  to 
bury  themselves  in  the  House  of  Skulls,”  he  said  to  him¬ 
self.  "I  believe  I’ll  make  a  try  myself  and  see  what  I  can 
do  in  that  line.” 

Young  King  Brady  sat  in  his  office  long  enough  to  open 
his  mail,  thinking  hard  all  the  while. 

He  then  clapped  on  his  hat  and  hurried  down  to  the 
police  headquarters,  on  Mulberry  street,  where  he  sought 
and  obtained  an  interview  with  Inspector  Green,  in  whose 
district  was  located  the  House  of  Skulls. 

To  this  official,  with  whom  Old  King  Brady  was  Well 
acquainted,  Harry  opened  up  his  heart  and  told  him  just 
how  the  case  stood. 

"This  is  serious  business,”  said  the  inspector.  "I  knew 
McFee  some  years  ago,  when  I  was  a  sergeant  in  the 
Elizabeth  street  precinct.  He  is  a  man  of  means  and  very 
intelligent,  although  he  pretends  to  be  an  ignorant  fellow. 
I  have  always  suspected  him  of  being  a  crook.  What  do 
you  want  me  to  do?” 

"He  owns  property  down  there,  they  tell  me.” 

"I  have  always  understood  that  he  owned  the  house  he 
lived  in  and  those  on  each  side.” 

"How  about  the  building  in  the  rear  on  the  other  street, 
where  the  cigar  store  is?” 

"I  don't  know.” 

"You  ought  to  have  pull  enough  to  get  an  immediate 
answer  from  the  tax  office  if  you  put  the  question  xo 
them.” 
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*'l  should  hope  so.” 

“Try  it  on  the  telephone?” 

“Certainly.”  1 

The  inspector  rang  np  a  friend  in  the  tax  office,  and  in 
less  than  fifteen  minutes  had  the  desired  information. 

Heinz's  house  belonged  to  Alexander  McFee ! 

“As  I  thought,”  said  Hany,  triumphantly.  “Now, 
what  I  don't  want  is  to  lug  the  police  into  this  unneces¬ 
sarily.^ 

“I  know.  Old  King  Brady  objects  to  that.” 

“Always.  I  believe  that  a  secret  entrance  to  this  House 
of  Skulls  may  exist  under  Heinz’s  cigar  store.” 

“Much  more  likely  to  be  under  the  saloon  next  door.” 

“Perhaps  under  both.  I  prefer  to  tackle  Heinz,  how¬ 
ever.  He  runs  a  policy  game  in  the  back  room  all  right.” 

“I  daresay  he  does.  He  used  to.  There  are  policy 
shops  in  New  York  still.” 

“Then  that  is  my  handle.  Will  you  go  with  me  to 
Heinz  and  help  me  to  make  him  showr  his  hand?” 

“Why,  certainly,  but  in  plain  clothes.  We  rwill  go  in  a 
cab.” 

Half  an  hour  later  Young  King  Brady  and  the  inspec¬ 
tor  dropped  in  on  Mr.  Heinz. 

As  Harry  was  nqfc  now  in  disguise  the  man  did  not 
recognize  him  as  his  lodger. 

He  knew  the  inspector,  though. 

“Heinz,”  said  Inspector  Green,  “you  are  running  a 
game  here,  I  understand.  Now  don’t  deny  it,  man.  I 
don’t  propose  to  interfere  with  your  business  if  you  don’t 
block  mine.  This  gentleman  is  Young  King  Brady,  the 
detective.  He  wants  to  get  into  Sandy  Look-up’s  place  by 
way  of  the  secret  door  in  your  cellar.  You  have  been 
Sandy’s  tenant  long  enough  to  know  where  the  door  is,  so 
come  downstairs  and  show  us  right  now.” 

Heinz’s  face  was  a  study. 

“You  pay  no  rent  here,”  said  Young  King  Brady  as  a 
flier,  “or  if  you  do  it  is  next  to  nothing.  All  is  known. 
Show  us  the  door.” 

“Or - ”  added  the  inspector,  and  then  he  paused. 

Without  a  word  Heinz  motioned  them  to  follow  him. 

He  led  them  into  the  cellar  and  pulled  away  some  old 
barrels. 

And  then  Harry  knew  how  right  he  had  been,  for  here 
was  a  door  set  in  the  wall. 

“He  comes  out  that  way  sometimes,”  said  Heinz,  “but 
he  never  goes  in.  I  don’t  know  how  the  thing  is  fastened. 
You  can  get  nothing  more  out  of  me.” 

Harry%  flashed  his  lantern  on  the  door. 

Harry  had  seen  one  just  like  it  and  in  a  minute  he  had 
the  door  open. 

Behind  was  a  boarded  passage  leading  in  the  direction 
of  McFee’s  house. 

“Hark!”  said  Harry.  “There  is  someone  coming 
through  here  now!” 

He  shut  off  the  lantern  and  they  waited  breathlessly. 

In  a  few  seconds  a  light  appeared  in  the  passage. 


Peering  in,  Young  King  Brady  saw  Alice  hurrying  to¬ 
wards  them  in  her  disguise. 

********* 

“And  how  do  you  like  my  house,  Jack  White?”  de¬ 
manded  Sandy  Look-up  with  a  few  more  contortions  of  the 
head  than  usual.  “I  suppose  friend  Dunn  has  explained 
my  business.  How  are  you  going  to  take  it  all  ?” 

“Well,  thit  all  depends  upon  how  much  money  there  is 
coming  my  way,”  she  said.  “I  have  worked  with  skulls 
and  old  bones  before,  as  I  told  you.  It  don’t  faze  me  any 
if  there  is  money  in  the  job.” 

“Which  there  is,  and  lot’s  of  it,”  replied  Sandy.  “I 
suppose  you  have  told  him  all  about  it,  Dunn  ?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady  quietly. 

“Then  you  two  can  prepare  to  make  a  team.  My  health 
is  breaking.  I  have  to  have  help  here,  and  that’s  all  there 
is  to  it.  Fools  won’t  do.” 

At  last  he  showed  her  to  the  room  which  young  Will- 
shire  had  occupied. 

Old  King  Brady  heard  him  give  a  slight  exclamation 
as  he  entered. 

“Back  to  the  workroom,”  he  said.  “I  am  not  quite 
ready  here  yet.” 

They  retired,  and  presently  the  sound  of  hammering 
was  heard. 

“My  work  on  the  window  is  discovered,”  thought  the 
old  detective. 

But  he  said  nothing  to  Alice,  not  wishing  to  alarm  her- 

Soon  Sandy  reappeared  and  they  were  conducted  to 
their  rooms. 

Old  King  Brady  was  locked  in,  as  usual,  but  Alice’s  door 
was  not  fastened. 

Sandy  slipped  into  her  room,  and  closing  the  door,  said  : 

“Now,  Jack,  listen  to  me.1  Don’t  you  trust  that  old 
fellow.  You  stick  to  me  and  I’ll  make  you  a  partner  in 
this  business.  As  for  Dunn,  I  begin  to  doubt  him.  Don't 
doubt  me,  that’s  all  I  ask.  Now,  good  night,  and  pleasant 
dreams.” 

He  went  out  and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

When  Alice  tried  to  open  it  she  found  that  it  was  locked, 
although  she  had  not  heard  him  turn  the  key. 

Alice  slept  but  little  during  the  night,  but  towards 
morning  she  fell  into  a  profound  slumber,  out  of  which 
she  did  not  awaken  until  aroused  by  Sandy  himself. 

The  skeleton  maker  had  opened  the  door  and  stood  look¬ 
ing  in,  his  head  twitching  horribly. 

“Time  to  get  up,”  he  said.  “Come  out  into  the  work¬ 
room  when  you  are  dressed.  I  am  going  to  show  you 
more.”  ' 

So,  after  dressing,  Alice  went  into  the  workroom. 

In  the  middle  of  the  room,  resting  upon  two  hoses, 
was  a  coffin  box  with  the  lid  removed,  and  in  it  lay  Old 
King  Brady,  to  all  appearances  dead. 

Sandy’s  eye  was  right  upon  Alice  as  she  entered  thw 
room. 

At  the  head  of  the  box  stood  the  old  woman,  grins  asd 
silent. 
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“There,  Jack!  There  lies  our  friend  Dunn!”  cried 
Sandy.  “A  traitor,  as  I  supposed.  You  see  the  first  stage 
of  what  his  fate  is  to  be.” 

“Is  he  dead?”  gasped  Alice.  “Have  you  killed  him, 

then?” 

“Not  yet.  But  it’s  death  for  his.  He  disobeyed  my 
orders  and  tried  to  escape.  To-morrow  he  would  have 
been  free  to  go  and  come  as  he  pleased.  I  want  no  such 
people  about  me.  I  must  either  be  obeyed  implicitly,  or — 
well,  there  lies  good  material  for  another  skeleton,  and 
we  don't  have  to  rob  the  grave  to  get  it.  Don’t  look  so 
horrified.  I  am  as  square  as  a  die  with  all  who  obey  me. 
This  man  had  his  warning,  but  would  not  heed  it.  Now 
he  dies.  But  what  is  death,  after  all?  Nothing!  We  all 
have  to  come  to' it.  It  matters  little.  Now,  pull  the  skull 
which  hangs  nearest  your  hand.  When  you  have  done  it 
a  secret  panel  will  open.  Descend  the  steps  you  will  see 
behind  it  and  look  over  the  rest  of  my  plant.  Take  your 
time.  Open  every  door  which  will  open.  See  everything 
and  you  will  understand  this  business  better.  Now  go  and 
when  you  return  I  will  tell  you  still  more.  Stick  to  me, 
boy,  and  I’ll  make  you  rich,  but  attempt  to  betray  me, 
and,  and - ” 

“Cut  it  short  or  you’ll  have  another  fit!”  broke  in  the 
old  woman,  and  she  motioned  to  Alice  to  pull  the  skull. 

She  seized  the  skull,  pulled  it  and  the  panel  opened. 

Alice  ran  down  the  secret  stairs. 

She  did  not  tarry  to  look  at  the  horrors  of  the  dreadful 

plane. 

It  almost  seemed  as  if  the  horror  of  the  situation  gave 
to  the  brave  girl  abnormal  vision,  for  right  there  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs  she  'saw  what  Old  King  Brady  never 
could  see,  in  spite  of  the  number  of  times  he  had  searched 

for  it. 

It  was  the  secret  fastening  of  the  heavy  partition. 

It  came  to  Alice  like  inspiration. 

She  pressed  the  spring  and  a  door  flew  back,  revealing 
a  passage  beyond. 

Seizing  a  lantern  which  hung  on  a  nail,  Alice  flew  along 
the  passage. 

Her  idea  then  was  to  escape  and  run  to  the  Elizabeth 
street  police  station  for  help. 

But,  unknown  to  her,  help  was  close  at  hand,  for  the 
frightened  girl  ran  right  into  her  lover’s  strong  arms. 

Old  King  Brady  had  been  chloroformed. 

Just  how  it  was  accomplished  he  never  knew. 

In  a  few  minutes  Alice  re-entered  the  House  of  Skulls, 
looking  as  white  as  death. 

“Close  the  panel,”  said  Sandy.  ^  “Pull  the  next  skull.” 

Alice  obeyed. 

“Well,  how  do  you  like  what  you  saw  in  my  kitchen?” 
was  next  demanded,  but  before  Alice  could  answer  Old 
King  Brady  suddenly  began  to  move. 

“He’s  coming  to !”  cried  the  old  woman. 

Sandy  opened  a  drawer  in  the  work  bench,  and  produc¬ 
ing  a  sponge  made  a  jump  for  the  box. 


Old  King  Brady,  with  a  muffled  cry,  rose  up  and 
grappled  with  him. 

At  the  same  instant  Alice  seized  the  opening  rope, 
pulled  it  and  there  was  Young  King  Brady  right  on  the 
job,  with  the  inspector  and  Heinz  behind  him. 

It  was  a  startling  sight  which  Harry  witnessed  as  he 
peered  through  the  panel. 

The  man  and  woman  were  in  the  act  of  chloroforming 
Old  King  Brady. 

Alice,  still  clutching  the  rope,  called  to  him  to  enter. 

And  enter  they  did  in  a  hurry,  and  in  a  moment  all  wa3 
over,  for  Sandy  fell  in  a  fit  and  with  the  woman  was  easily 
secured. 

********* 

Now  as  for  the  rest,  inasmuch  as  it  would  involve  a 
description  of  the  details  of  the  terrible  discoveries  in  the 
vaults  beneath  the  House  of  Skulls,  we  do  not  propose  to 
tell  it. 

The  police  were  summoned  and  Sandy  McFee  and  his 
wife  were  locked  up. 

The  place  was  overhauled  thoroughly,  but  so  terrible 
were  the  discoveries  that  they  were  suppressed  and  the 
newspapers  never  got  hold  of  the  case. 

Sandy  went  from  one  fit  to  another  and  died  in  Bellevue 
a  week  later. 

The  old  woman  stabbed  herself  in  some  mysterious  way 
when  she  heard  of  his  death  and  was  found  dead  in  her 
cell. 

The  remains  of  Mrs.  Nolan  and  also  those  of  young 
Ryan  were  restored  to  the  grave. 

Ike  was  never  captured.  The  bartender  in  the  saloon 
next  door  fled  and  was  never  secured. 

Young  Willshire’s  dress  suit  case,  with  the  coins  intact, 
was  found  in  the  House  of  Skulls  and  returned  to  him,  but 
he  never  recovered  the  money  which  he  lost  on  the  train. 

The  Bradys — -for  Old  King  Brady  was  soon  himself 
again — visited  the  house  at  Union  Hill,  and  in  a  room  in 
the  old  brush  factory  found  a  nice  little  plant  for  making 
counterfeit  old  coins,  which  was  turned  over  to  the  Secret 
Service  men. 

The  Bradys  received  a  liberal  reward  from  Mr.  Will- 
shire  and  the  usual  fees  from  the  Secret  Service  Bureau. 

Thus  ended  one  of  the  most  mysterious  detective  cases 
on  record,  that  of  “The  Bradys  and  the  House  of  Skulls.” 

THE  END.  ♦ 

Bead  “THE  BBADYS’  DABING  DEAL;  OB,  THE 
BABGAIN  WITH  DB.  DEATH,”  which  will  be  the  next 
number  (439)  of  “Secret  Service.” 
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explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
eleight-of-band ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
■pecially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Haffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.-- 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the.  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both1  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  ovei 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer  ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive ;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  iEolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS. — Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
book,  telling  you  bow  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  vour  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  evervtxxiy  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  young 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY— Oon- 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject  * 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with  specimen  letter*! 


„  THE  STAGE. 

,THI'’  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN'S  JOKE 
1RR  K.  Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
moat  tarnous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS.  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  -  Dutch 
ana  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

^£•  45.  ™e  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK.- — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing^  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  ML LDOON'S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  aud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No._  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By /a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry',  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism ; 
together  with  full  instructions'  for  making  Electric  Toys,  batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By~R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings.  . 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  manv  other- popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
la  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it.  .  . 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
in  the  drawing-room. 

'  DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 
— Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
4UJect,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
with  many  standard  readings. 


-  No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to.  becom© 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  froo© 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  moot) 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE— Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  be«t 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

r  SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  var« 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  off 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  i* 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy* 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsom« 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room,  and  at  partie©, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squar© 
d^ll06S 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lov©, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  aud  etiquett© 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  th© 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad;  giving  th© 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  th© 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to .  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  th© 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hint© 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bird©. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene 

No.  I  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals'  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping; 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  In¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thi© 
book  cannot  be  equaled/ 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  aU’ kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream',  syrups*,  essences,  etc„  etc. 

No.  84.  -HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  -words  and  the 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 

1^1N?.d38.  HOW  TO  BECOME’ YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  th© 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  comrqon  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuabl© 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure© 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  /-he  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De 
Abncv  a 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers, 1  Poet 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  shouM 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

IJo.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to,  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  .-description 
of 'grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  ‘‘How  to  Become  m 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.”  become  « 
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WIDE  AWARE  WEEKLY 

A  COMPLETE  STORY  EVERY  WEEK 

SWT  STORIES  OF  BOY  FIREMEN  **0 

»  .  By  ROBERT  LENNOX 


Handsome  Colored  Covers  p.:..  c  fon*c  Splendid  Illustrations 
32-Pages  of  Reading  *  1  iv“  J  vClllS  -  Issued  Every  Friday 


Beginning  with  No.  41,  this  weekly  will  contain  a  new  series  of  magnificent  fire  stories,  written  by  Robert  Lennox, 
the  best  author  of  this  class  of  fiction  in  the  world.  They  detail  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  company  of  gallant 
I  young  fire-fighters,  under  the  leadership  of  a  brave  boy  known  as  Young  Wide  Awake.  Their  daring  deeds  of  hero¬ 
ism,  and  the  perils  they  overcome,  are  intensely  interesting.  These  stories  are  not  confined  entirely  to  fire-fighting, 
i  but' also  contain  many  interesting  incidents,  humorous  situations  and  a  little  of  the  love  element.  There  is  a  charm- 
l  ing  girl  in  the  stories  whom  you  will  all  like  very  much. 

LATEST  ISSUES. 


12  A  Fool  for  Luck;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Turned  Boss.  By  Fred  War- 

burton.  „ 

13  The  Great  Gaul  “Beat”;  or,  Phil  Winston’s  Start  in  Reporting. 

By  A.  Howard  De  Witt. 

14  Out  for  Gold;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Knew  the  Difference.  By  Tom 

Dawson.  „  „ 

15  The  Boy  Who  Balked;  or,  Bob  Brisbane’s  Big  Kick.  By  Frank 

Irving.  _  ,  „ 

16  Slicker  than  Silk  ;  or,  The  Smoothest  Boy  Alive.  By  Rob  Roy. 

17  The  Keg  of  Diamonds ;  or,  After  the  Treasure  of  the  Caliphs.  By 

Tom  Dawson. 

18  Sandow,  Junior;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Looked  Puny.  By  Prof.  Oliver 


Owens. 

19  Won  by  Bluff ;  or.  Jack  Mason’s  Marble  Face.  By  Frank  Irving. 

20  On  the  Lobster  Shift ;  or,  The  Herald’s  Star  Reporter.  By  A. 

Howard  De  Witt. 


21  Under  the  Vendetta’s  Steel ;  or,  A  Yankee  Boy  in  Corsica.  By 

Lieut.  J.  J.  Barry. 

22  Too  Green  to  Burn ;  or,  The  Luck  of  Being  a  Boy.  By  Rob  Roy. 

23  In  Fool’s  Paradise ;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Had  Things  Easy.  By  Fred 

Warburton. 

24  One  Boy  in  a  Million ;  or,  The  Trick  That  Paid.  By  Edward  N. 

Fox. 

25  In  Spite  of  Himself;  or,  Serving  the  Russian  Police.  By  Prof. 

Oliver  Owens. 

26  Kicked  into  Luck  ;  or.  The  Way  Nate  Got  There.  By  Rob  Roy. 

27  The  Prince  of  Opals ;  or,  The  Man-Trap  of  Death  Valley.  By  A. 

Howard  De  Witt. 

28  Living  in  His  Hat ;  or,  The  Wide  World  His  Home.  By  Edward 

N.  Fox. 

29  All  for  President  Diaz  ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Mexico.  By  Lieut.  J.  J. 

Barry. 

SO  The  Easiest  Ever ;  or,  How  Tom  Filled  a  Money  Barrel.  Ey  Capt. 
Hawthorn,  U.  S.-  N. 

31  In  the  Sultan’s  Eye ;  or,  Beating  the  Porte’s  Game.  By  Tom 

Dawson. 

32  The  Crater  of  Gold  ;  or,  Dick  Hope’s  Find  in  the  Philippines.  By 

Fred  Warburton. 

33  At  the  Top  of  the  Heap ;  or,  Daring  to  Call  His  Soul  His  Own.  By 

Rob  Roy. 

34  A  Lemon  for  His ;  or,  Nat’s  Corner  in  Gold  Bricks.  By  Edward  N. 

Fox. 

35  By  the  Mikado’s  Order ;  or,  Ted  Terrill’s  “Win  Out”  in  Japan.  By 

Lieut.  J.  J.  Barry. 


36  His  Name  was  Dennis ;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Green  Irish  Boy.  By 

A.  Howard  De  Witt. 

37  Volunteer  Fred ;  or,  From  Fireman  to  Chief.  By  Robert  Lennox. 

38  Neptune  No.  1 ;  or,  The  Volunteer  Fire  Boys  of  Blackton.  By 

Robert  Lennox. 

39  Hook,  Ladder  and  Pike ;  or,  The  Life-'Savers  of  Freehold.  By 

Robert  Lennox. 

40  Columbia’s  Pet ;  or,  A  Fireman  at  17.  By  Robert  Lennox. 

41  Ypung  Wide  Awake ;  or.  The  Fire  Boys  of  Belmont. 

42  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Biggest  Blaze ;  or,  Saving  a  Burning  City.  . 

43  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Life  Line  ;  or,  The  Narrowest  Escape  on  Rec¬ 

ord. 

44  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Hook  and  Ladder  Work ;  or,  The  Maniac  Fire 

Fiend  of  Belmont. 

45  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Bucket  Brigade  ;  or.  Trapping  a  Fire  Bug. 

46  Young  Wide  Awake  Smoke-Bound  ;  or,  Daring  Work  With  the  Life 

Net. 

47  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Pikemen  ;  or,  Hemmed  in  by  Smoke  and  Flame. 

48  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Scaling  Ladders ;  or,  The  Boy  Life-Saver’s 

Greatest  Victory. 

49  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Fire  Line ;  or,  A  Boy  Fireman’s  Nerve  Id 

Mid-Air. 

50  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Axe  Brigade ;  or,  Hewing  His  Way  to  a 

Fire’s  Heart. 

51  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Still  Alarm  :  or,  At  Bay  With  Blazing  Oil. 

52  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Nozzleman  Grit ;  or,  The  Midnight  Call  from 

Box  14. 

53  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Champion  Climber ;  or,  Fighting  the  Flames 

Without  Water. 

54  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Fire  Mask ;  or.  Life  Saving  at  Red  Heat. 

55  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Hose  Carriage  Dash  ;  or,  The  Belmont  Boys’ 

Best  Run. 

56  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Hand  Grenades ;  or,  Cut  Off  by  the  Flame 

Demon 

57  Young  Wide  Awake  and  the  Rival  Fire  Boys;  or.  Fighting  for  Honors. 

5  8  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Dynamite  Crew;  or.  Blowing-up  a  Burning  VMlage. 

59  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Fire  Test;  or,  The  Belmont  Boys’  Greatest  Stroke. 

60  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Fire  Patrol;  or.  Running  Down  a  Desperate  Gang. 

6 1  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Longest  Leap;  or,  Swift  W ork  with  the  Life-Lines. 

62  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Signal  Call;  or,  Fire  Fighting  to  the  Last  Ditch. 
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LATEST  ISSUES: 

371  The  Bradys  and  the  Seven  Students ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Medical 

College. 

372  The  Bradys  and  Governor  Gum  ;  or,  Hunting  the  King  of  the 

Highbinders. 

373  The  Bradys  and  the  Mine  Fakirs ;  or,  Doing  a  Turn  in  Tombstone. 
3  7  4  The  Bradys  in  Canada;  or.  Hunting  a  Wall  Street  “Wonder.” 

375  The  Bradys  and  the  Highbinders'  League ;  or,  The  Plot  to  Burn 
Chinatown. 

37G  The  Bradys’  Lost  Claim  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Kill  Buck  Canyon. 

377  The  Bradys  and  the  Broker’s  Double  ;  or,  Trapping  a  Wall  Street 

Trickster. 

378  The  Bradys  at  Hudson's  Bay  ;  or,  The  Search  for  a  Lost  Explorer. 

379  The  Bradys  and  the  Kansas  “Come-Ons”  ;  or,  Hot  Work  on  a 

Green  Goods  Case. 

380  The  Bradys’  Ten-Trunk  Mystery ;  or,  Working  for  the  Wabash 

Road. 

381  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Ding  ;  or,  Dealing  With  a  Chinese  Magician. 

382  The  Bradys  and  “Old  King  Copper”  ;  or,  Probing  a  Wall  Street 

Mystery. 

383  The  Bradys  and  the  “Twenty  Terrors”  ;  or,  After  the  Grasshopper 

Gang. 

884  The  Bradys  and  Towerman  “10”  ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the  Comet 
Flyer. 

385  The  Bradys  and  Judge  Jump;  or,  The  “Badman”  From  Up  the 

River. 

386  The  Bradys  and  Prince  Hi-Ti-Li ;  or,  The  Trail  of  the  Fakir  of 

'Frisco. 

387  The  Bradys  and  “Badman  Bill”  ;  or,  Hunting  the  Hermit  of 

Hangtown. 

388  The  Bradys  and  “Old  Man  Money”  ;  or,  Hustling  for  Wall  Street 

Millions. 

389  The  Bradys  and  the  Green  Lady  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mad¬ 

house. 

390  The  Bradys’  Stock  Yards  Mystery  ;  or,  A  Queer  Case  from  Chi¬ 

cago. 

391  The  Bradys  and  the  ’Frisco  Fire  Fiends  ;  or,  Working  for  Earth¬ 

quake  Millions. 

392  The  Bradys’  Race  With  Death  ;  or,  Dealings  With  Dr.  Duval. 

393  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Sam-Suey-Soy ;  or,  Hot  Work  on  a  Chinese 

Clew. 

394  The  Bradys  and  “Blackfoot  Bill”  ;  or,  The  Trail  of  the  Tonopah 

Terror. 

395  The  Bradys  and  the  “Lamb  League”  ;  or,  After  the  Five  Fakirs 

of  Wall  Street. 

396  The  Bradys’  Black  Hand  Mystery  ;  or,  Running  Down  the  Coal 

Mine  Gang. 

397  The  Bradys  and  the  “King  of  Clubs”  ;  or.  The  Clew  Found  on  the 

Corner. 

398  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Banker ;  or,  Fighting  for  Dupont 

Street  Diamonds. 

399  The  Bradys  and  the  Bond  Forgers;  or,  A  Dark  Wall  Street  Mys¬ 

tery. 

400  The  Bradys’  Mexican  Trail  ;  or,  Chasing  the  “King  of  the  Mesa.” 

401  Ihe  Bradys  and  the  Demon  Doctor;  or,  The  House  of  Many  Mys¬ 

teries. 

402  The  Bradys  and  “Joss  House  Jim”  ;  or,  Trailing  a  Chinese  Opium 

Gang. 

403  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  in  Blue ;  or,  After  the  Maiden  Lane 

Diamonds. 

404  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hill  Billies”;  or,  A  Case  From  Old 

Kentucky. 


405  The  Bradys  and  the  Gold  Miners ;  or,  Working  a  Wild  West 

Trail. 

406  The  Bradys’  Mysterious  Shadow  ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Old  Stone 

Vault. 

407  The  Bradys  and  “Mustang  Joe”  ;  or.  The  Rustlers  of  Rattlesnake 

Run. 

408  The  Bradys’  Snapshot  Clew  ;  or.  Traced  by  the  Camera. 

409  The  Bradys  and  the  Hip  Sing  Tong ;  or,  Hot  Work  on  a  High¬ 

binder  Case. 

410  The  Bradys  and  “Mr.  Mormon”  ;  or,  Secret  Work  in  Salt  Lake 

City. 

411  The  Bradys  and  the  Cellar  of  Death  ;  or,  Ferreting  out  the  Bos¬ 

ton  CTooks. 

412  The  Bradys’  Lake  Front  Mystery  ;  or,  A  Queer  Case  from  Chi¬ 

cago. 

413  The  Bradys  and  the  Dumb  Millionaire ;  or,  The  Latest  Wall 

Street  Lamb. 

414  The  Bradys’  Gold  Field  Game  ;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Nevada  Mine 

Brokers. 

415  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Hop  Low  ;  or,  The  Deepest  Mott  Street  Mys¬ 

tery. 

416  The  Bradys  and  the  Beaumont  Oil  King;  or,  Three  “Bad”  Men 

from  Texas. 

417  The  Bradys  and  the  Prince  of  Persia ;  or,  After  the  Tuxedo 

Crooks. 

418  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Darke;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  China 

Liner. 

419  The  Bradys  and  the  Canton  Prince  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Chinese 

Minister. 

420  The  Bradys  and  “Diamond  Don”  ;  or,  The  Gem  Smugglers  of 

the  “Arctic.” 

421  The  Bradys  and  Banker  Banks ;  or,  Caught  on  a  Wall  Street 

Clew. 

422  The  Bradys  in  Little  ’Frisco ;  or,  The  Case  of  Ting  Long  Lee. 

423  The  Bradys  and  the  Check  Raisers  ;  or.  After  a  Wall  Street  Gang* 

424  The  Bradys  and  the  Bad  Land  Bears:  or,  The  Bone  Hunters  of 

South  Dakota. 

425  The  Bradys  and  the  Car  Crooks  :  or,  Working  for  the  Frisco  Line, 

426  The  Bradys  and  the  “Queen  of  the  West”  ;  or,  Trailing  the  Ari¬ 

zona  Gem  Thieves. 

427  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall.  Street  Money  Fakirs ;  or,  The  Mys¬ 

terious  Mr.  Mix. 

428  The  Bradys  and  the  Chink  Smugglers ;  or,  The  Hurry  Call  to 

Canada. 

429  The  Bradys  and  Kid  Joaquin  ;  or,  The  Greasers  of  Robbers’  Can¬ 

yon. 

430  The  Bradys  and  Gump  High;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Ruined 

Joss  House. 

431  The  Bradys  and  the  River  Pirates ;  or.  After  the  Dock  Rats' 

Gang. 

432  The  Bradys  and  the  Silent  Five ;  or.  The  Secrets  of  Sbadyside 

Hall. 

433  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  King;  or,  Braving  the  Perils  of  Peli 

Street. 

434  The  Bradys’  Rleecker  Street  Mystery ;  or,  The  House  With  a 

Hundred  Doors. 

435  The  Bradys  Among  the  Frisco  Gold  Thieves;  or.  The  Black  Band 

of  Old  Dupont  Street. 

436  The  Bradys  and  the  Doctor's  Death  League  ;  or,  The  Mvstery  of 

the  Boy  in  Red. 

437  The  Bradys  and  tbe  Man  Trappers;  or.  Hot  Times  on  Whirlwind 

Lake. 

438  The  Bradys  and  the  House  of  Skulls;  or.  The  Strange  Man  of 

Five  Points. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.  Y. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 


of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  tbe  books  you  want  and 
return  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAK  EN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
we  wall  send  them  to  you  by 


<( 

a 

a 

u 

u 

u 

u 


« 

a 


u 

u 


FRANK  I  01  SE^  ,  Publisher,  24  TTnion  Square,  New  York.  . 

Pear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

copies  of  WORK  AND  WTN.  No, . 

WIPE  AWAKE  WEEKLY.  Nos . 

FAME  ANP  FORTUNE  WEEKLY.  Nos . 

WTLP  WEST  WEEKLY.  No, . 

THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’Td.  Nos . .  .  . 

“  PLUCK  ANP  LUCK  Nos . . 

“  SECRET  SERVICE.  Nos  . ‘  ‘  ‘ ‘  ‘  ‘  ‘  ‘  ‘  ‘  ‘  * 

u  Ten-Cent  TTand  Books.  Nos . 

^arno . Street  and  No . Town . State 


191) 


